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Abstract
“The Average American” is a screenplay crafted in the modem, mixed-genre 
tradition. Both comedic and dramatic elements are woven into a road movie 
structure. At its core, “The Average American” questions the purpose and power of 
literature and explores how our society values the written word. This exploration is 
important because advances in technology and media increasingly threaten 
literature’s place as a tool of communication.
The protagonist, Art Spender, a disillusioned literary agent, journeys across 
the American Midwest in search of a mysterious writer whose brilliant new novel has 
piqued the interests of a New York publishing house. Ultimately, through 
interactions with various Americans during his journey into the heartland, Art 
discovers reasons to continue wading through the countless manuscripts that inundate 
his day to day existence.
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1FADE IN:
EXT. PANORAMA POINT - SUNRISE
A bird's eye view above Nebraska grassland. The sun burns 
its way over the horizon. It is a bright, new day.
DONNELLY (V.O.)
There are no breaks for the Average 
American, as breaks are reserved 
for the rich, the lucky and all of 
the huddled and befuddled refugees 
living below society's radar.
Donnelly's voice belongs to an older man. It sounds reedy 
and low.
We skim eastward above the terrain, passing farm houses, 
minor roads, rivers, forests, and rural communities as well 
as the ubiquitous fields of corn, beans, and amber waves of 
grain.
DONNELLY (V.O.)
Of the American masses, the Average 
American is the belly button on the 
bell curve; the center of us and 
consequently and ironically, he is 
tread on from both above and below.
Eventually, the Chicago skyline, silhouetted by the rising 
sun, is visible on the horizon.
EXT. DOWNTOWN CHICAGO - MORNING
Traditional downtown STREET NOISES abound. Suit-clad 
commuters JOSTLE along the sidewalks. A shop owner SWEEPS 
the sidewalk. An old lady pushes a shopping cart full of 
junk. A WHISTLE-BlOWING policewoman directs street traffic. 
A handful of uniformed grade-school students trudge across 
the street. A man wearing a burlap robe PROSELYTIZES on a 
street corner.
ART SPENDER: average looking, early thirties, conservatively 
dressed in sport coat and tie, climbs up out of the subway 
onto a busy sidewalk. He merges with the other commuters.
Art pauses outside a bookstore and scrutinizes the books in 
the display window. A sign declares: "This Week's
Bestsellers!"
2Art assesses these books. He TAPS a finger up against the 
window glass as he pronounces his sentence on each.
ART
(muttering)
Crap, crap, crap, crap...crapparoo.
He meanders along the crowded streets. At one point he 
passes by a large window with the words "Midwest Bank &
Trust" stenciled on it.
He walks to and TWIRLS through the revolving door of a nearby 
office building. The STREET NOISES fade.
INT. OFFICE BUILDING - MORNING
While still well-kept, this building has passed its prime. 
Everything within is faded and dull.
INT. CLA - FRONT OFFICE - MORNING
Art walks down a hallway to and through a glass door with 
"Cartfield Literary Agency" stenciled on it.
A tiny bell JINGLES this and every time the door is opened.
Immediately inside CLA, there's a large room with four desks 
arranged in two rows. Behind the desk closest to the door 
the impish receptionist, JANICE, types at a manual 
typewriter. Bobblehead dolls of various baseball players on 
the Cubs team are positioned prominently on her desk.
Our view closes on overflowing bookshelves. The majority of 
these books are shlocky: dime romances, cookbooks, cheesy 
thrillers, self-help manuals.
Technological advances such as computers, fax machines, and 
even push button phones are absent from the office.
ART
Morning, Janice. Nice weekend?
JANICE
Sunday's game went into extra 
innings.
Art walks through a door. The words "Art Spender, Literary 
Agent" are stencilled on it.
3INT. CLA - ART'S OFFICE - MORNING
Like the rest of CLA, this tiny area is choked with books and 
file-cabinets. Art's desk is situated so that he can see and 
hear Janice as she sits at her desk in the front office.
Without closing his door, Art hangs his jacket and sits at 
his desk. He takes a big head-clearing breath, selects a 
manuscript from atop a large pile on one side of his desk, 
and begins proofing it with a red pen.
INT. CLA - FRONT OFFICE - MORNING
A MAILMAN backs through the front door. He pulls a hand 
truck laden with mail.
MAILMAN
Mail call.
Janice helps him pile envelopes and packages of every size 
onto her desk. Loose letters avalanche off the impressive 
mound. Mailman shakes his head.
MAILMAN
Y'all get more mail than the rest 
of the building combined.
The mailman leaves. Janice sorts through the pile.
Our view tightens on one manila envelope atop the pile. The 
return address is: "Lion Court Publishers, 2134 Fifty-second 
Street, New York, NY."
This envelope is addressed to: "Cartfield Literary Agency." 
Below the ship to address we see: "RE: The Average American."
INT. CLA - ART'S OFFICE - MORNING
Janice dumps an arm load of packages onto Art's desk.
JANICE
Solicited manuscripts. Baskin 
thought a few might be okay.
Art doesn't look up.
4ART
I'm sure they're each masterworks 
of craft and storytelling.
Janice is about to say something, but the front bell JINGLES. 
She scurries out to receive:
GREG, a brainy twenty-year old college intern.
GREG
Hey, Jan.
Greg heads past Janice.
JANICE
I've got query letters for you.
She piles Greg's arms high with envelopes. Loaded down, Greg 
moves to Art's door.
GREG 
(to Art)
You see the Cubs last night?
Art concentrates on his work.
ART
Yep.
GREG
Good game, huh?
ART
Yep.
Greg lingers in the doorway. Finally, Art looks up.
Greg takes this as an invitation. He struggles with his load 
of mail as he takes a seat in an empty chair.
GREG
I've been interning for a while 
now, right?
ART
Right.
5GREG
And it has been a great experience, 
but honestly I imagined it would be 
a little more--
Art gestures for Greg to hurry up.
GREG
Exciting. Rejecting queries is 
boring work. After the first 
hundred or so, they're all the 
same. I want to shake things up.
Art sits back in his chair. This isn't exactly a shocking 
revelation.
ART
Like how?
GREG
Like can't we wine and sign a hot 
new writer or something?
Art grabs the top manuscript off his desk pile. It is 
titled: Purple Pepper Eater.
ART
You want hot? Here. Proof our 
thirty-fourth chipotle pepper 
cookbook.
Art stuffs it atop Greg's already full arms and pushes him 
toward the door.
ART
I'll need that back by five 
o'clock, hot shot.
INT. CLA - ART'S OFFICE - MORNING - LATER
Behind his desk, Art leafs through a manuscript, making 
occasional marks.
JANICE (O.S.)
Greg and I are going for coffee.
You want anything?
Art shakes his head absently. The front bell JINGLES.
6He skims some pages of the manuscript and skips others 
completely. Without reaching the end, Art tosses the 
manuscript into an already full basket labelled:
"Rejections."
He grabs another manuscript and begins again.
The front bell JINGLES again.
As he reaches the end of this next manuscript, Art closes it 
so that the last pages are on top. Then like a pancake, he 
FLIPS the manuscript so that it lands face up on top of the 
rejection pile.
Art's face lights up at the success of this maneuver.
MAN (O.S.)
That's about what I expected.
SCOTT FITZ GERALD, a small man in an oversized trench coat, 
stands in the doorway of Art's office. SCOTT wears an air of 
nervous desperation like bad cologne. One hand remains 
hidden in a coat pocket.
ART
(surprised)
Can I help you?
Scott closes Art's door.
SCOTT
Look at all those rejections. What 
a power trip it must be, huh?
ART
Listen, I'm very busy--
Scott points menacingly with his pocketed hand. Art goes 
quiet.
SCOTT
Eighty-four days ago, I mailed you 
a novel titled Food Chained.
Art shrugs and waves an arm at the pile on his desk.
ART
We get lots of manuscripts.
SCOTT
The hero, Ralph, protests against 
the inequalities inherent in the 
food chain.
Art holds his thumb and forefinger a few inches apart.
ART
Big mama of a manuscript?
Kafkaesque guy thought he was a 
plankton or something?
SCOTT
Ralph was a phytoplankton I The 
caloric cornerstone of the animal 
kingdom.
ART
(smiling)
Yeah, I remember. You sent it 
under a pen name. What was it?
SCOTT
No.
ART
Yeah.
(snapping fingers)
It was--
SCOTT 
Scott Fitz Gerald.
ART
That's it. Nobody'd done that 
before.
SCOTT
(angry)
It's my real name. Scott Gerald. 
Fitz is my middle name.
ART
Oh.
Scott paces in front Art's desk.
SCOTT
It was eleven weeks before I heard 
anything.
8ART
That's about par. We're generally 
backed up around here.
With his free hand, Scott reaches into his coat's inside 
breast pocket and pulls out a single sheet of paper, folded 
neatly in thirds.
SCOTT
I checked my mailbox four times a 
day, until this arrived.
Scott holds up the paper. It is a form rejection letter.
Scott reads from it and Art mouths the words he knows so 
well:
SCOTT
Dear Sir or Madam, We are unable to 
represent your manuscript at this 
time for the following reasons.
Scott looks up from the letter.
SCOTT
Do you remember which reasons you 
checked?
Art shakes his head no.
SCOTT
Your project does not have 
commercial potential.
Scott resumes pacing. He tucks the letter into his coat.
SCOTT
I put my life and soul into that 
novel! It's a satirical allegory 
of humanity's coming environmental 
crisis. A story that needs to be 
told.
Art SNORTS derisively.
ART
That doesn't exist.
Art stands up. Scott crouches, bracing for physical 
confrontation.
9SCOTT 
I wouldn't--
Scott points his pocketed-hand at Art. Art raises both 
hands.
ART
It's okay. Here, take a look at 
these.
Art pulls books off the shelves in his office. He hands them 
to Scott.
ART
This is what CLA represents. Self- 
help books, sleazy romances and 
generic knockoffs.
Art tosses some books at Scott and others onto the floor.
ART
Look at these. This is us. For 
nine years, I've been wading neck 
deep in...
Scott looks at the shelves. As Art tosses more books onto 
the floor, something snaps. He empties nearly every shelf in 
the office.
Scott steps out of the way. There is a great mound of books 
on the ground before Art slows to a stop. Evident on top of 
the mound are a number of identical coffee-table books 
titled: An Illustrated History of Gnomish Postcards.
Art catches his breath and surveys his handiwork before 
moving abruptly toward Scott. On the wall behind Scott, 
there is a cutesy advertising poster for the Gnomish Postcard 
book. Art TEARS the poster off the wall. He holds it up in 
front of Scott. Scott nervously backs away.
ART
Do you want to be associated 
with...this crap?
Art RIPS the poster into pieces. The pieces FLUTTER to the 
floor.
ART
Do I?
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There's a KNOCK on the door. Janice peeks in--she sees a 
wild looking Art, Scott and then the pile of books on the 
floor.
JANICE
Oh.
Beat.
JANICE 
I... I'11 come back.
INT. HARRY'S DELI - DAY
Art, Janice and Greg eat lunch together in a crowded sandwich 
shop.
JANICE 
And then what?
ART
He shook my hand and walked out.
GREG
Think he really had a gun?
Art
ART
I don't know.
INT. CLA - ART'S OFFICE - DAY
From behind Art's desk, we see the mound of books looming up 
like so much garbage.
Out in the Front Office, the phone RINGS.
JANICE (O.S.)
Hello?
Back at his desk, Art opens the first page of a new 
manuscript. We see a cover page with the words: A Long Day's 
Journey Into Fright.
ART'S POV
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We see the prose on the desk in front of Art. He holds a red 
pen poised above the words and begins to read the manuscript. 
We hear the words as read by the soft-spoken author.
WOMAN (V.O.)
(insipidly)
Celeste sat down with a plop. It 
had been a long day, and if she 
knew anything about her cousin, the 
impish and irascible and at times 
implausible Iris, then she knew 
that it would be an even longer 
night, for she was known for 
arranging outrageous blind dates-- 
coupling unlikely couples and then 
stirring the two-headed concoction 
with an equally unlikely setting.
In Art's hand, the red pen flits like a rapier. In seconds 
he cuts a bloody swath through this opening line.
ART (O.S.)
(disgustedly)
Adolescent alliteration. Run on 
sentence. Confusing use of 
pronouns.
Art flips a few dozen pages further into the manuscript. As 
he jumps ahead, we hear a button CLICK and then what sounds 
like an AUDIO TAPE BEING FAST FORWARDED. When he arrives at 
a suitable page, we hear another CLICK, the FAST FORWARDING 
stops and the author continues to read.
WOMAN (V.O.)
She didn't wait long before 
tonight's Mystery man was sitting 
across from her. And wasn't he a 
charming sort of mystery, she 
thought. Also she thought, I 
wonder how Iris knew I liked men 
with long, lustrous black hair. It 
is black like a pearl, a black one 
that is, and yet, supple and soft 
like the ears of a puppy. And then 
she thinks, was it only a happy 
coincidence? She thought too 
highly of Irises abilities as 
matchmaker--
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Again Art marks his way through this passage. Among other 
copy editing marks, he circles the word thought each time it 
appears.
ART (O.S.)
Passive verb use. Terrible simile.
Inconsistent verb tenses.
Again, Art flips through the manuscript. Again, we hear a 
CLICK and the FAST FORWARDING of a tape recorder. He turns 
to the final page and reads the last line.
WOMAN (V.O.)
When Celeste finally got home early 
that same morning. Her feelings of 
shock and horror and, underneath it 
all, disappointment, began to ebb.
With a plop, she sat back on her 
couch and took in the moment. Her 
cat, Mr. Whitefeets, jumped into 
her lap and purred like a lion. If 
I've learned anything tonight, she 
told him as she scratched his ear, 
it's that not all men are as 
kindhearted as you are, Mr.
Whitefeets. The pussy purred in 
agreement.
There is a KNOCK on Art's door. It is a stricken looking 
Janice. Art looks up as he absently tosses the manuscript 
onto the rejection pile.
JANICE
Baskin's in the hospital.
Art stands.
ART
Are you kidding? What's the 
matter? Which one?
He shrugs into his coat.
JANICE
He's okay. Some sort of heart 
palpitations-- He's okay.
(pause)
He had an appointment with somebody 
from the bank at two o'clock.
Wants you to cover for him.
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INT. CLA - ART'S OFFICE - DAY
Again, Art sits at his desk reading. Janice leads a man into 
Art's office. This man, HANK BERTEL, looks kindly. He wears 
a conservative suit and carries a briefcase.
JANICE
Art Spender, meet Mr. Hank Bertel.
Art stands and shakes Hank's hand. Janice slips out.
ART
Hi, Hank.
HANK
Er...I was hoping to meet with 
Baskin.
ART
Something came up. He asked me to
meet with you instead. Please, 
take a seat.
The mound of books impedes Hank's ability to sit in the one
chair. He struggles to avoid stepping on books but
eventually has no choice if he wants to sit down.
ART
A little spring cleaning.
There is a moment of awkward silence before Hank begins.
HANK
Despite our long standing 
relationship, Mid-West Bank and 
Trust isn't going to be able to 
honor CLA's loan request.
ART
Okay. I'll pass that along.
Art stands.
Hank's embarrassed. He isn't finished.
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HANK
I don't think you understand. 
Without this loan, CLA's all but 
sunk. Baskin's not going to make 
payroll next month.
Art sits down.
ART
What are you talking about?
HANK 
CLA's broke.
ART
(laughs)
Come on. We're doing good. These 
junky little books generate--
HANK
Less and less revenue each month.
Beat.
ART
Broke?
HANK
Like a cherry on prom night.
INT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT
Art hurries down a busy hospital corridor. He carries a 
paper bag in one hand and an armload of manuscripts and 
paperwork in the other.
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
BASKIN CARTFIELD, an sixty-something year old coot and the 
owner of CLA, sits upright in a hospital bed. A tube snakes 
into his nose.
A tray of hospital food sits out in front of him. He 
contemplates a wilted asparagus stalk stuck at the end of his 
fork.
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ART
One day in the hospital and they've 
turned you into a veg-head.
Baskin drops the fork.
BASKIN
Artie!
Art hands Baskin the paper bag and unceremoniously DUMPS the 
manuscripts onto a nightstand.
Baskin pulls a foil wrapped hamburger out of the paper bag. 
He wastes no time biting into it.
ART
Billy Goat Tavern sends their best.
Baskin GRUNTS through a mouthful of food.
ART
How you doing, Bossman?
BASKIN
I'm fine. The doctors want to 
observe me overnight.
ART
They know anything yet?
BASKIN
My doctor's nineteen. He doesn't 
know how to shave.
A pause stretches out.
ART
I met with Bertel today.
Baskin looks hopefully at Art.
BASKIN
And?
Art shakes his head NO. Baskin puts the half-eaten burger 
down. His head sinks back into pillows.
ART
Why didn't you tell me we were in 
trouble?
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Baskin shrugs.
ART
Bertel says we probably won't make 
payroll next month.
Beat.
ART
On a lighter note, a disillusioned 
wack-job made an unexpected 
appearance in my office this 
morning.
Before Baskin responds, a beautiful blonde in her late 
twenties swoops into the room. This is CASSIDY BAUXBAUM.
She has long, long legs, an ample bosom, and speaks in a 
clipped New England accent. Cassidy's face is alight with a 
predatory intelligence.
She wears a designer skirt-suit that greatly accentuates her 
physical attributes. Cassidy slinks gracefully past Art and 
smothers Baskin in a hug.
CASSIDY 
Uncle Baskin.
BASKIN
Cassidy.
Art shuffles out of the way. Cassidy sees the half-eaten 
burger on the tray table and tosses it into the garbage with 
a THUNK.
CASSIDY
You won't get better eating this 
garbage.
ART
Hey!
Cassidy pulls a drink out of a bag.
CASSIDY
I brought you a fruit smoothy.
BASKIN
Art, this is my niece, Cassidy 
Bauxbaum.
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Cassidy turns and forcefully shakes Art's hand.
CASSIDY 
I'm his favorite niece.
ART
Aren't you out on the East Coast-- 
working on Wall Street or 
something?
CASSIDY
(sarcasticly)
And here I thought this was 
Chicago.
BASKIN
Cassidy's taking some time off from 
Manhattan. She's come out to the 
country to spend some time with her 
aunt and uncle.
Cassidy shrugs her suit jacket off and hands it to Art.
CASSIDY 
Hang this up, will you?
Art takes the jacket, walks to a nearby closet, and fumbles 
with metal hangers for effect. Instead of hanging the coat, 
he drops it onto the closet floor. Cassidy's cell phone 
RINGS. She takes the call.
CASSIDY 
(into phone)
Talk to me.
ART
It looks like you're in good hands,
Boss. When you coming back?
Baskin shrugs non-commitally.
BASKIN 
Soon as possible.
As Art turns to leave, Baskin grabs his sleeve.
BASKIN
Listen--it's business as usual.
Don't tell Janice or Greg about the 
bank yet, okay?
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INT. CLA - ART'S OFFICE - MORNING
Dressed in fresh clothes, Art sits at his desk sipping coffee
and skimming another manuscript.
Greg walks in with a handful of loose pages in his hand.
GREG
(excited)
I got a good one.
Art finishes marking a line of prose before looking up.
ART 
I doubt it.
GREG 
Just listen.
Art glances at his watch.
ART
Go.
GREG
(speaking quickly)
A first-person novel. The story of 
Elbe, a woman who retires from a 
legitimate corporate job and spends 
a year working as a recess aide at 
the exact elementary school she 
attended forty-four years earlier.
Thanks to the four horsemen of the 
twenty-first century: sex, drugs, 
violence and hate, grade school has 
changed drastically. With help 
from a fifth column, America is 
being corrupted from the inside 
out. After a series of escalating 
conflicts in which Elbe strives 
against elementary-sized hearts of 
darkness, she comes to terms with 
and ultimately understands her 
place in this tumultuous new 
landscape--
Art, looking at his watch, puts a hand up.
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ART
Thirty-seconds.
Beat.
ART
Other than a couple dozen recess 
aides across the country, who reads 
it?
GREG
Women.
ART
What women? If it's not uplifting, 
you'll lose the escapist readers. 
Without them, what's left? The 
intellectuals won't read about a 
recess aide and mothers shy away 
from educational horror stories.
GREG
Men?
ART
Generally resist female 
protagonists.
Beat.
GREG
But this first chapter is good-- 
ART
Good doesn't sell. Great sells.
In the right niche, mediocre sells. 
Good languishes on publishers' 
desks.
BASKIN (O.S.)
Hey, where is everybody?
INT. CLA - FRONT OFFICE - MORNING
Cassidy, in a pants suit and stiletto heels, stands 
protectively near Baskin, who leans on an upsidedown putter 
for support.
Janice appears from a back room.
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JANICE
Baskinl 
She give him a warm hug.
BASKIN
Janice and Greg, this is my niece, 
Cassidy Bauxbaum. She's helping me 
get around.
JANICE
Nice meeting you, Cassidy. Baskin 
talks about you all the time.
CASSIDY 
(to Janice)
Get me a green tea, will you?
BASKIN 
(to Janice and Greg)
You two mind showing Cassidy 
around? I need to talk to Art.
Baskin leads Art into:
INT. CLA - BASKIN'S OFFICE - MORNING
While this office space is larger than Art's, it is no less 
cluttered. A colorful publicity poster for the Gnomish 
postcard book covers the wall behind Baskin's desk.
Baskin sits behind his desk.
Art sags into a stuffed chair.
ART
You didn't miss anything last week.
BASKIN
I know.
(pause)
You think we could use her?
ART
Who?
Baskin points his putter towards the Front Office.
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BASKIN
Cassidy.
ART
For what?
BASKIN
I'm not going to be working 
forever. Maybe Cassidy could take 
up the reins for me. Specially, if 
you helped get her up and running.
ART
Nepotism destroyed the Roman 
Empire.
BASKIN
It was the Huns, and this is 
clearly no empire. She's a 
corporate trouble-shooter--might be 
able to bring a new perspective to 
this place.
Art shifts in his chair. Baskin picks a thick manuscript off 
his desk and fantails it into Art's lap.
Art catches it and reads aloud from the cover:
ART
The Average American by Calvin 
Donnelly.
BASKIN
Unsolicited manuscript--came in a 
few months ago.
(pause)
It's good.
ART
The kiss of death.
Art flips the manuscript back to Baskin. He's lost interest 
in it.
BASKIN
I've sent Donnelly a dozen letters 
and e-mails. No response. Up until 
a month ago his phone just rang and 
rang. Now it's disconnected.
(MORE)
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BASKIN(cont'd)
As you know, we need him to sign on 
the dotted line or we can't legally 
represent him.
ART
A writer who doesn't respond to an 
agent's opening salvo? Either 
somebody's already scooped him or 
he's six feet under.
BASKIN
Before my heart started doing the 
merengue, I shopped this thing 
around a little bit. Just in case.
If nobody wanted it, figured we 
wouldn't care what rock Donnelly 
crawled under.
ART
(surprised)
Without his signature?
Baskin grins.
ART
And?
Baskin holds up a one-page letter on official stationary.
BASKIN
One of the New York houses wants 
it. They think it could be a break­
out hit.
ART
Are you kidding?
BASKIN
They've made a very generous offer.
Our ten-percent would keep us 
afloat. But they want an answer 
soon.
ART
And Donnelly's completely off 
radar?
BASKIN
Supposed to be in Foliybrook, Iowa.
I called the local paper and he 
isn't dead as far as they know.
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ART
So now what?
CASSIDY (O.S.)
I'm going to hunt him down.
Cassidy takes a seat near Art. She sips from a steaming mug.
This bit of news catches Art off guard. He sits at the edge 
of the chair.
ART 
(to Cassidy)
You?
(to Baskin)
Her?
CASSIDY
Who else? I've got an M.B.A. from 
Wharton and I've spent the last 
four years swimming with sharks in 
New York. I'm hungry and 
Donnelly's hamburger.
ART
What do you know about the book 
business?
CASSIDY
Nothing. I've got brass balls and 
long legs. That's all I've ever 
needed.
Art stands up and wipes his hands clean.
ART
Sounds like things are well in 
hand, here. I'd wish you luck, but 
clearly with the legs and all--
Art walks out of Baskin's office.
INT. CLA - ART'S OFFICE - DAY
Art proofs another manuscript. Janice roots around in a 
stand-up file cabinet. By now, the rejection basket contains 
a stack of ten or twelve manuscripts. A KNOCK on his open 
door. Baskin leans against the door frame. He gestures to 
the books on the floor.
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BASKIN 
What happened here?
ART
I'm not really sure.
Beat.
BASKIN
Cassidy's taking me home.
ART
How you doing?
BASKIN
A little tired.... You're going 
with her, right?
Art returns to editing the manuscript on his desk.
ART
Nope.
BASKIN
Seriously. I'd feel better if you 
tagged along.
Art tosses the manuscript he was reading up into the air. 
Loose pages FLUTTER.
ART
And I'd feel better if I didn't go 
chasing after another manuscript 
that will, if our record indicates 
anything, amount to less than 
nothing.
Baskin and Janice are taken back by this outburst.
Baskin opens his mouth, but doesn't say anything.
ART
I'm sorry.... She'll be fine.
BASKIN
I'll see you in the morning.
JANICE 
Good night, Baskin.
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Baskin leaves. Art collects loose pages from the floor. 
Janice bends down to help him.
JANICE
(whispering)
I heard she got fired in New York.
EXT. WRIGLEY FIELD - NIGHT
An upbeat crowd attends the game on this cool fall night: 
spectators CHANT and CHEER for the Cubs.
Art, still wearing his business clothes, sits out along the 
first base line with a friend, DOUG. Doug wears a dress 
shirt and tie. His doughy face looks squeezed up out of a 
too-tight collar.
They drink beer out of wax cups.
DOUG
You aren't going with this uber- 
minx to track down the best 
manuscript that's come through your 
office in eight years, because why?
ART 
Nine years.
DOUG 
Because why?
ART
She's a pain in the ass.
DOUG
And?
ART
And the manuscript's probably crap.
DOUG
And?
ART
I've been choking on crap for nine 
years now.
26
DOUG
And without reading this new 
manuscript, you're positively two- 
hundred percent certain that it's 
no different from all the others?
Art drains his remaining beer and BURPS heartily.
DOUG
What are you going to do about a 
job?
ART
Any spots at your place?
DOUG
You want to be an actuary?
Art enumerates the following points on his fingers.
ART
Why not? You make good money, you 
get free Cubs tickets, you don't 
take work home with you, and I bet 
you're not going blind from reading 
huge piles of bad books.
DOUG
Forgetting for a moment that you 
copied off me in Statistics 101-- 
the first rule about insurance work 
is that eventually every long-shot 
pays out.
INT. TAXI CAB - NIGHT
Art and Doug sit in the back of a cab as it cruises down a 
dark side-street.
DOUG
(to the Cab Driver)
This is good.
(to Art)
I'll see you.
ART
Yeah. Thanks for the game.
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Doug gets out and SLAMS the door. The taxi begins moving 
again. The CAB DRIVER looks at Art in the rear view mirror.
CAB DRIVER
Where to?
ART
Take Clark Street north up to 
Clarendon.
The taxi reaches the end of the street. The left turn signal 
BLINKS. But before the Cab Driver turns, Art interrupts him.
ART
Actually, you mind going downtown 
instead?
CAB DRIVER 
It's your life, buddy.
Art BURPS.
INT. CLA - BASKIN'S OFFICE - NIGHT
It is dark and quiet. A door CREAKS open. A figure fumbles 
unsteadily for a light switch. CLICK. A desk light 
illuminates Art standing over Baskin's desk. The Average 
American sits prominently atop the desk. Art lowers himself 
into the chair and picks up the manuscript.
He hefts it in one hand, as if the manuscript's weight holds 
an answer. After a moment, he flips to the first page and 
reaches for a red pen from a cup of pens on Baskin's desk.
Art begins to read, albeit somewhat blearily. Within seconds 
he scribbles a margin comment.
INT. CLA - BASKIN'S OFFICE - MORNING
Sunlight streams into the office from an East facing window.
Art is asleep at the desk, his face buried in the manuscript, 
SNORING softly.
Cassidy helps Baskin shuffle into his office. She is dressed 
in skirt-suit and heels. Under one arm, Cassidy carries a 
handful of manuscripts and a Wall Street Journal. They both 
stop and stare at Art.
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Cassidy makes an annoyed face and CLEARS her throat.
Art doesn't stir. Cassidy marches around the desk and drops 
the bundle of manuscripts near Art's head. The bundle lands 
with a THUD.
Art wakes at a loss. He rubs his eyes and paws his hair.
CASSIDY 
Let Baskin sit.
Art stands and takes The Average American with him. Baskin 
sits. Cassidy opens the Wall Street Journal.
BASKIN
Are you here late or early?
Art looks from Baskin to Cassidy to the manuscript in his 
hand. He SIGHS as if he can't believe what he's about to 
say.
ART
I'm going.
BASKIN
Where?
Art nods in Cassidy's direction. She is looking at him over 
the paper. She realizes he means Iowa.
CASSIDY
Uh-uh. I don't need a side-kick.
BASKIN
I don't like the idea of sending 
you out into the wild Midwest on 
your own, Cassidy.
Cassidy gives Baskin her best annoyed look; he only smiles. 
She folds the paper.
CASSIDY 
(to Art)
I can't carry you on my back. If 
you slow me down, I'll cut you 
loose.
ART
What are you talking about?
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CASSIDY
I'm just saying, I work best alone.
Baskin scribbles on a small desk pad.
BASKIN
Here's Donnelly's last address.
Baskin hands the pad toward Cassidy. She doesn't take it.
CASSIDY 
Already got it.
Cassidy heads for the door. Baskin drops the pad on his 
desk.
CASSIDY 
(to Janice in the front 
office)
And you're bringing Baskin home?
Janice nods.
CASSIDY 
(to Baskin)
I'll call after I've bagged 
Donnelly.
Cassidy walks out the front door. Baskin gestures towards 
the manuscript in Art's hand.
BASKIN
(smiling)
How far'd you get?
ART
(gestures towards Cassidy)
Not very, but I've been told that 
statistically, we're due for 
something out of the ordinary.
BASKIN
Don't worry about Cass. She's soft 
on the inside.
ART
So is rotten fruit.
30
INT. OFFICE BUILDING - ELEVATOR - DAY
Cassidy is already on the elevator. Art hurries to catch up. 
He manages to get his hand in and stop the elevator doors 
from closing. Cassidy gives him a blank stare. He steps on 
the car. The doors DING close.
The elevator descends. They ride in silence.
The doors DING open.
Standing in front of the open doors is SID GRAY. Sid is 
shortish, a little stout, and he wears pointy Guido shoes 
with a too-shiny suit. SID is a Southern salesman who, in 
the few seconds he has to ogle her, appreciates Cassidy's 
long legs and ample bosom in the same way that a cattle 
rancher appreciates healthy livestock.
Sid's appearance catches Art off guard. Sid gives him a 
wolfish grin. A toothpick is nestled in one side of Sid's 
mouth. Art has to slide around Sid to get off the elevator,
SID
(insiduously)
Morning, y'all.
ART
Hi, Sid.
Sid looks mostly at Cassidy.
SID
Your boss in? I've gotta talk to 
him.
ART
He's not interested, Sid.
SID
Y'all never know. I got to try.
Sid winks at Cassidy.
SID 
(to Cassidy)
You know what I mean?
She sneers. Sid steps onto the elevator, Cassidy and Art 
walk away. Sid leers at Cassidy's departing posterior.
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SID
(under his breath) 
Sweet-cheeks.
The elevator doors DING closed.
EXT. CHICAGO - DOWNTOWN - DAY
Cassidy and Art come out of the revolving doors and walk 
along the sidewalk.
CASSIDY 
Who was that little rodent?
ART
"Slimy" Sid Gray. Our competition.
INT. CLA - FRONT OFFICE - DAY
Sid bursts through the front door. Janice, sitting at her 
desk, cringes when she sees him.
JANICE 
He's not in.
She rises to stop him, but Sid's already past her.
SID 
Sure he is.
Sid barges into Baskin's office. From his desk, Baskin 
stares out a window.
Janice marches in behind him, holding a letter opener.
JANICE 
Let's go, Slimy.
SID
Gimme a minute. I'm talking 
business here, honey.
Sid winks at Janice. She brandishes the letter opener.
BASKIN 
It's okay, Janice.
Sid smirks at her.
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JANICE
I'll be right outside if you need 
anything...
(muttering this last part)
...killed.
She glares but leaves the office.
BASKIN 
What do you want, Sid?
SID
CLA's the biggest literary agency 
in the Midwest and you've got a 
reputation as an upstanding 
operator. But you don't make much 
money. I've hustled my way into a 
couple of big sales but still 
nobody takes my calls.
BASKIN
So?
SID
So I wanna buy you out.
Sid pulls a gold pen out of his breast pocket. He 
ostentatiously CLICKS it open. He picks up the small pad off 
of Baskin's desk. We see Donnelly's name penned above an 
Iowan address on the front page of this pad. Without 
realizing what the address represents Sid RIPS this front 
page off, turns it over and writes a number on it. Sid 
passes the sheet across the desk to Baskin.
Baskin looks at the number and passes the paper back to Sid.
BASKIN
You must've forgotten a zero.
SID
Come on. You're hurtin' for 
certain. It's a good offer.
Beat.
BASKIN
And you wonder why nobody takes 
your calls? I'd close shop before 
letting you greasify CLA.
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Sid is nonplussed. He folds the piece of paper and slips it 
into a jacket pocket.
SID
That's what I figured, but I got to 
try, right?
Sid stands up and grins. He CLICKS his gold pen closed.
SID
Where's Art off to? Quickie with 
that blonde babe?
BASKIN
As a matter of fact, Art's heading 
out to Iowa. We've all but landed 
some new talent with superstar 
potential. In a few weeks, we 
might be buying you out.
EXT. SIDE-STREET - DAY
A black seven hundred series BMW ROARS down a quiet 
neighborhood side-street. It BRAKES in the middle of the 
street. There are no open parking spots.
INT. BMW - DAY
In the driver's seat, Cassidy talks into her cell phone. She 
looks at her watch.
CASSIDY 
(into phone)
Uh-huh. Hold on, will you?
(to Art)
You got ten minutes.
Art gets out of the car nonchalantly enough, but as he 
approaches the stairs to his walk-up apartment building, he 
begins to scramble.
INT. ART'S APARTMENT - DAY
Art lives in a one-bedroom apartment. Nondescript except for 
an overabundance of books. Both hard and soft cover books 
are stacked on the kitchen counter, coffee table, even on the 
toilet tank.
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When Art BURSTS through the door, his shirt is already 
unbuttoned. He strips as he stuffs clothes into a suitcase: 
socks, tee-shirts, underwear, jeans, a button-down shirt.
Art turns the shower on and quickly brushes his teeth. When 
the water's warm, Art jumps in and out of the shower in half- 
a-minute.
Art, wearing only boxers and a t-shirt, throws a toiletry bag 
into the suitcase and ZIPS it shut.
Cassidy walks into the apartment. She pokes around.
Art hops into the living room. He has only one leg stuffed 
into a pair of jeans.
Art sees Cassidy and tries to quickly pull his pants all the 
way on, but his leg gets caught and he topples to the floor.
Cassidy ignores him and instead peruses the book titles.
CASSIDY 
A spot opened up.
Art stands and pulls his pants up.
ART
I'm almost ready.
CASSIDY 
You read all these books?
ART
Mostly.
Cassidy WHISTLES.
CASSIDY 
What a waste of time!
EXT. SIDE-STREET - DAY
Art, wearing jeans and a college sweatshirt, follows Cassidy 
out of the apartment building. He THUMPS the suitcase into 
the BMW's backseat.
CASSIDY 
Hey, watch the leather.
35
Art plops himself down in the front passenger seat. 
The BMW careens onto the road.
EXT. ROUTE 55 WEST - DAY
The BMW accelerates up an on-ramp and merges with traffic. 
Soon it is weaving across three lanes of moderate highway 
traffic at an immoderate speed. Behind the car, we see the 
buildings of Chicago's skyline. A highway sign reads: "1-80: 
30 miles."
DONNELLY (V.O.)
The forewoman waved him into the 
office. Cutbacks, was all she 
said. Not even sorry. The average 
American nodded once and slumped 
out. After twenty-three years, he 
was kicked free of the yoke. That 
night at the bar, the boys took 
turns buying him whiskey and 
murmuring their loss, or he'd be 
back soon. It was all bullfuck, 
but he didn't bother saying so.
Later, at home, fear and anger 
hovered just out of sight. He 
turned on the faucet. Water 
whispered down the kitchen drain.
It had no choice. It didn't know 
another way.
EXT. SIDEWALK HOT-DOG STAND - DAY
Sid stands in line at a street vendor's cart.
SID
Gimme a foot-long with everything.
Sid searches his pockets for money and pulls out the piece of 
paper that he pocketed from Baskin's note pad. Looks at it, 
turns it over. Turns it back. On one side we see that the 
handwriting reads: "Calvin Donnelly - 17 Aspen Court,
Follybrook, Iowa"
Sid breaks into a greasy grin.
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He pulls out a thick wad of cash. He flips through an 
impressive array of hundred, fifty and twenty dollar bills 
before locating a few singles.
After paying for the hotdog, Sid hurries down the street.
INT. BMW - DAY
Cassidy drives, Art rides shotgun. Rap music BLARES on the 
radio. Cassidy nods in time with the STRONG BASS. Art 
struggles to ignore the too loud, oppressive music, but 
finally he turns the radio down.
CASSIDY
Clearly, we're going to need a few 
ground rules.
ART
Such as?
CASSIDY
Rule 1. The driver controls the 
radio.
ART
Let me drive.
CASSIDY
Rule 2. I'm the driver and you're 
the co-pilot.
ART 
What? Why?
CASSIDY
This car costs more than you've 
made in the last three years.
Nobody drives my baby but me. Rule 
3. The copilot pumps gas, reads 
maps and asks directions if we get 
lost. Got it?
Before Art can respond, Cassidy turns the RAP MUSIC back up.
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EXT. CHICAGO - DOWNTOWN - DAY
Sid Gray walks briskly along a downtown sidewalk. He stuffs 
the final bite of hot-dog into his mouth and keys into his 
car, a newish looking Cadillac. Sid swallows and pulls the 
piece of notepad paper out of his coat pocket. He pulls an 
atlas out of the glove compartment, flips to the Iowa pages, 
finds Follybrook, Iowa, and stares at it for a moment before 
grinning.
Sid begins to drive; he speed dials his cell phone.
SID 
(into phone)
Sammy--
(frustrated pause)
I pay you twelve bucks an hour 
under the table, to take care of 
those kinds of problems.
(pause)
Listen--I'm going to Iowa. There's 
this long shot I gotta check out.
(pause)
I don't know. Probably a goose 
chase. Either way, I should be 
back tomorrow.
EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY
The BMW takes a long exit ramp off 55 and merges onto 1-80 
West. The traffic here is different: lots of big trucks, 
fewer cars.
Cassidy is an offensive driver; she speeds up to and around 
everything in her path.
The urban areas quickly give way to suburbia which eventually 
gives way to a mostly rural landscape.
INT. BMW - DAY
The needle hovers around eighty-five or ninety m.p.h. Art 
finds himself staring at Cassidy's legs. They are well 
defined and not so well covered. She catches him. Art 
quickly shifts his eyes away. He stares out the window.
Beat.
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ART
So what's our plan of attack?
CASSIDY
We don't have one. I'm going to 
find and sign this writer guy.
You're along to take in the 
scenery.
ART
And pump gas.
CASSIDY 
And pump gas.
Beat.
ART
Well, what's your big plan then?
CASSIDY 
I'm going to drive to--
Cassidy snaps her fingers. She can't remember where in Iowa 
she's headed.
Art reaches back and grabs The Average American manuscript. 
Cassidy puts her hand out for it, but he reads from the cover 
page himself.
ART
Follybrook, Iowa.
CASSIDY 
And then I'll unearth--
Again, Cassidy snaps her fingers.
ART
Donnelly.
CASSIDY
Donnelly.
ART
And then?
CASSIDY 
Get his signature.
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Cassidy shrugs confidently but offers nothing more. After a 
moment, Art flips open the manuscript. He reaches for a pen, 
but finds he doesn't have one on his person.
ART
You got a pen? I need a pen or 
something.
CASSIDY
Why?
ART
After nine years, reading without a 
pen in my hand is like running 
without shoes on.
CASSIDY 
Glove compartment.
Art reaches into the glove compartment, pulls a pen out, and 
arranges the pen's cap on the back of the pen. He begins to 
read. Cassidy's cell phone RINGS.
EXT. HIGHWAY GAS STATION - DAY
The BMW pulls into a busy gas station/mini-mart and maneuvers 
to an empty pump. Cassidy gets out and stretches. She 
tosses a credit card onto Art's lap.
CASSIDY
Fill it up with ultra. I'm going 
to grab an atlas.
Inside the car, Art looks up from the manuscript. He hadn't 
realized they'd pulled off the highway.
Cassidy struts towards the mini-mart. Art SIGHS and gets 
out. He begins to pump gas.
EXT. INTERSTATE-80 WEST - DAY
The BMW approaches the bridge spanning the Mississippi. The 
speedometer hovers at just over ninety.
The radio is SILENT. Cassidy talks into her cell phone, Art 
stares out at the roaring river below.
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CASSIDY 
(into phone)
I don't know. Some guy wrote a 
book.
(pause)
Good schmood. It's supply and 
demand. If a New York publisher 
wanted this guy's feces in a paper 
bag, I'd still be heading to Iowa 
right now.
(pause)
Of course I miss NYC. Right now, 
I'm headed straight into the bowels 
of Bumpkinville, USA.
Art points at the road side.
ART
Cop.
CASSIDY 
(into phone)
Shit. I gotta go.
Art looks back.
ART
(delighted)
Here he comes.
A SIREN whines.
INT. BMW - SIDE OF THE ROAD - DAY
Cassidy has pulled the BMW to the side of the road.
ART
You were going at least ninety.
That's reckless driving.
Cassidy unbuttons the top button on her blouse and shifts her 
skirt up an inch or two. Art is wide-eyed at the flesh real- 
estate that has just been put on the market.
CASSIDY
Bet you lunch I get out of this.
Art looks back and sees the STATE TROOPER #1, a woman, 
walking towards the BMW.
41
ART
I'll take that.
Cassidy rolls her window down and SNIFFLES. Her eyes fill 
with tears.
STATE TROOPER #1 
License and registration, please.
CASSIDY 
(through a sob)
Yes, ma'am.
Cassidy reaches into the glove compartment and pulls out the 
registration. Art smirks. She elbows him hard.
STATE TROOPER #1 
You know you were going faster than 
a fat rat on fire?
CASSIDY
I'm sorry. It's just that--
Cassidy hunches forward into the steering wheel and WAILS.
STATE TROOPER #1 
Come on, now.
(she gestures hostilely at 
Art)
He do something to you? Hey,
Buster, you like picking on women?
ART
What? Me? I didn't-- 
CASSIDY
It's not him. I just got dumped by 
the person I thought I'd spend the 
rest of my life with.
Beat.
CASSIDY
(crying)
She was so special.
State Trooper #l's demeanor changes. She pats Cassidy on the 
shoulder.
42
STATE TROOPER #1 
Poor girl. I know how you feel.
INT. BMW - SIDE OF THE ROAD - DAY
Westbound traffic WHIZZES by the parked car. Art sits 
reading in the passenger seat. Behind him, through the back 
window, Cassidy can be seen talking with State Trooper #1.
Cassidy's phone RINGS. She's put it down between the seats. 
Art TSKS his annoyance and picks up the phone. He looks back 
at Cassidy. She is still talking with State Trooper #1. He 
turns the phone off and slips it into his pocket.
EXT. BMW - SIDE OF THE ROAD - DAY
Cassidy walks alongside State Trooper #1 towards the BMW from 
the police car. Cassidy is all smiles.
CASSIDY
It was good to talk to somebody 
that really understands.
STATE TROOPER #1 
We need to stick together.
CASSIDY 
You're so right.
After a long hug, Cassidy gets into the BMW.
State Trooper #1 tears a slip of paper from her citation pad 
and hands it to Cassidy.
STATE TROOPER #1 
In case you feel like getting a 
coffee or something.
INT. ROADSIDE DINER - DAY
A crowded lunch place. Art and Cassidy sit at a booth. He 
eats a sandwich and Cassidy eats salad.
ART
And you don't feel bad about giving 
that woman a false impression?
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CASSIDY 
All's fair in love and war; 
besides, I don't lose a lot of 
bets. 'Specially not to chumps.
A waitress waves the check in the air.
WAITRESS 
Who gets this?
Art puts his hand up.
ART
The chump.
Cassidy gets up.
CASSIDY 
I'll meet you in the car.
She walks off to the ladies room. Art stands, drops some 
money on the table, and almost as an afterthought, he drops 
Cassidy's cell phone into a water glass.
INT. BMW - DAY
The BMW is stopped at a red light just before the 1-80 on- 
ramp. A scraggly-looking HITCHHIKER stands on the shoulder, 
waving a thumb at passing cars. While it is a clear 
afternoon, a chilly wind has picked up. The HITCHHIKER hugs 
himself for warmth and holds a handwritten sign that reads: 
"Heading West."
The light turns and Cassidy drives up the on-ramp, towards 
the hitch-hiker.
CASSIDY
Get a look at this poor bastard.
ART
Pick him up. He looks cold.
Cassidy accelerates past the hitchhiker and onto the highway.
CASSIDY 
We don't have room.
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ART
Of course we do. This's the queen 
mother of all Beamers.
CASSIDY
He might be an axe murderer.
ART
Wouldn't stand a chance against 
you.
INT. SID'S CADILLAC - INTERSTATE-80 WEST - DAY
Sid drives along 1-80 at a moderate pace--left hand on the 
wheel, right arm draped over the passenger seat. Chicago's 
skyline is barely visible.
COUNTRY MUSIC flows out of the Cadillac's radio.
Sid drives behind a jalopy of a Dodge Dart in the slow lane. 
The Dart slowly swerves back and forth within the confines of 
the yellow and white lane lines. The silhouettes of an old 
couple are visible inside the jalopy.
SID
Come on, Pops.
The jalopy brakes for no apparent reason. Sid has no option 
but to follow suit.
The car accelerates away from Sid. He looks over his 
shoulder for an opportunity to pass, but the passing lane is 
full of cars ZOOMING by. He looks back at the road, just in 
time to brake again.
At an off-ramp, Sid swerves to the right and swoops around 
the Dodge Dart. This is a somewhat precarious maneuver. He 
flips a middle finger at the old shrunken couple. They sit, 
staring forward.
His foot tromps down on the accelerator.
EXT. BMW - INTERSTATE-80 WEST - DAY
Cassidy's foot pumps the brake. Traffic has slowed to a 
stop. Emergency lights flash in the distance. The BMW pulls 
up behind a long line of cars.
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INT. BMW - DAY
In the driver seat, Cassidy checks her watch, SIGHS long and 
loud. She fidgets.
Art continues to read The Average American without looking 
up.
The NOISE of the road fades away.
ART'S POV
We see the prose on the pages in front of Art as Donnelly's 
voice reads to us.
DONNELLY (V.O.)
The average American threw the 
ball. It arced high, stalling out 
completely for that moment when 
gravity and momentum equalized.
Then the ball descended, almost, 
but not quite lost in the sun's 
glare. The neighbor boy, Leo, 
waited; glove at his side. He 
moved at the last possible second- 
leather snapped and the ball 
disappeared. Leo was big and 
blonde (the only obvious trait from 
his mother's side) and, like his 
father, just a little bit feral--a 
quality that could help land him on 
a major league team or in a state 
prison.
CASSIDY 
I don't have time for this.
After a moment, Cassidy opens the car door, steps up on the 
car floor and peers ahead.
A few hundred yards ahead, black smoke is visible.
CASSIDY
Looks like one tractor trailer and 
some cars.
(pause)
You remember how far back the last 
exit was?
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EXT. INTERSTATE-80 WEST - DAY
Art directs the BMW as it haltingly noses its way across 
three lanes of stopped traffic. Neighboring cars have to 
shift forward or back until the BMW can turn completely 
around and drive forward, the wrong way, along the breakdown 
lane. The BMW's tires straddle the breakdown lane--the right 
ones drive on pavement and the left ones on grass.
As Art hurries to climb back into the car, it lurches ten 
feet ahead. Again he walks to the door, and just as he 
reaches for it, the car lurches forward again. Art stops and 
waits.
The passenger window rolls down. From inside the car:
CASSIDY
Stop screwing around, Spender!
Let's go!
Art walks towards the car. It lurches forward a foot, but he 
manages to climb in.
The car begins to move now, WHIZZING past hundreds of cars 
and trucks.
INT. BMW - DAY
Cassidy LAUGHS derisively.
ART
That was funny back when I was 
twelve.
CASSIDY 
It's a golden oldie.
After a second, Cassidy gestures towards the cars they are 
speeding past.
I/E. BMW - DAY
From inside the BMW, we see the faces of the people stuck 
waiting for the accident to clear. While the faces and 
people behind them vary widely, they all share a certain 
passive quality, like that of a herd of cattle patiently 
chewing cud.
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CASSIDY
Look at all these stupid cows.
EXT. INTERSTATE-80 WEST - DAY
When the BMW reaches the exit ramp, Cassidy swings the car 
wide to the right and cuts the wheel sharply left, kicking 
the BMW's back end out and around with a sharp SCREECH. The 
BMW comes to a complete stop, perfectly aligned to drive up 
the ramp.
Above and beyond the traffic, a yellow sun floats high in the 
sky.
INT. BMW - DAY
Cassidy looks over at Art. He's holding on as best he can. 
She grins before punching the accelerator. They're both 
thrown back as the car ROARS up the ramp.
EXT. EXIT RAMP - DAY
The BMW comes to a stop at the end of the exit ramp.
CASSIDY (O.S.)
Which way?
EXT. DESERTED BACKROADS - DAY
The BMW follows the twists and turns of a back road.
INT. BMW - DAY
Art has an atlas open on his lap.
CASSIDY 
We're lost.
ART
I told you to take that right.
CASSIDY 
Should I turn around?
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Art stares at the atlas, turns it upside down and finally 
tosses it into the backseat.
ART
Now you want my input?
(pause)
Just keep going, we'll come out 
somewhere.
EXT. A SMALL TOWN - DAY
A tiny hamlet. A blinking red light oversees the one 
intersection at town's center.
The BMW pulls into a gas station. A sign declares it is: 
"Steiner's Gas & Git"
INT. BMW - DAY
Cassidy jerks a thumb towards the open garage bay, where a 
mechanic works on a car.
CASSIDY
Git.
Art shakes his head in annoyance, but gets out.
INT. STEINER'S GARAGE - DAY
Art walks into the garage bay, atlas in hand. An old dog 
lies in a patch of sunlight. A six- or seven-year-old BOY 
sits near the dog, reading a teal and orange picture book.
It is P.D. Eastman's Go, Dog, Go.
The mechanic's head and shoulders disappear into a car up on 
a lift. He is welding--blue and orange sparks fall around 
his feet.
Art looks around the shop.
The boy has a crew cut which makes his ears look big. He 
wears nothing on his head. He tugs on Art's pants leg.
Art squats down to the boy's height.
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BOY
(overzealous)
Do you like my hat?
ART 
No I do not.
High-pitched, almost manic LAUGHTER spills out of the boy.
BOY
Good-bye.
ART
Good-bye.
The boy LAUGHS further. The dog sits up and BARKS once. The 
boy points at the dog.
BOY
Go dog!
The mechanic appears at Art's side, welding goggles are 
pushed up on his forehead. He shakes his head.
MECHANIC
His mother left him with me for the 
afternoon. Keep telling him he 
isn't wearing a hat.... They're 
both dumber'n a bag of hammers.
EXT. BMW - DAY
The BMW still parked at the garage. Cassidy and Art study 
the atlas on the hood.
ART
He says we go up and catch this 
squiggle and it'll take us into 
Follybrook. Hour, two tops.
INT. BMW - DAY
The radio is dialed to an NPR-like news program.
NEWSCASTER (O.S.)
(British accent)
On the international front, the 
long arm of the U.S.
(MORE)
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NEWSCASTER(cont1d)
military leads yet another U.N. 
force in a police action.
ART
Just once I'd like to hear that we 
passed on an opportunity to impose 
ourselves upon a war-torn country.
CASSIDY
If we don't police the world, who's 
going to?
ART
This Marlborough Man image is 
stupid. Rugged independence went 
out with the telephone. We a part 
of something greater.
(pause)
That's our squiggle.
EXT. COUNTRY LANE - DAY
The BMW traverses a country road. Traffic is light but slow.
Cornfields and farms abound.
A road sign indicates: "Follybrook - 22 miles"
Although there are oncoming cars, the BMW speeds up and loops
around a slow moving farm truck. It gets back into the right
lane with little room to spare.
INT. BMW - DAY
Cassidy listens to news radio. Art reads from The Average 
American. He SNIFFLES and wipes his nose with his 
shirtsleeve.
ART
Allergies.
Cassidy rolls her eyes and SNORTS deprecatingly, but tosses a 
tissue box into his lap. Art blows his nose.
EXT. COUNTRY LANE - DAY
A sign indicates: "Welcome to Follybrook, Iowa - Home of the 
Mechanically Separated Chicken"
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EXT. FOLLYBROOK - MAIN STREET - DAY
Follybrook is a drab little town complete with a town green, 
war memorials, and a factory that manufactures machines that 
mechanically separate chickens. Along the main drag, a few 
churches and a feed store are prominent. Scruffy young men 
smoke on a street corner. An old man lurches across the 
green. In a doorway, a woman yanks a small child's arm.
CASSIDY
Welcome to the heartland, huh?
It's like somebody came along and 
took two shits on this place.
What's Donnelly's address?
Art doesn't have to look this address up. He recites the 
address while looking out his window at never-ending corn 
rows.
ART
17 Aspen Court.
EXT. BMW - DAY
The BMW drives through a large development. Shabby little 
houses sit on postage stamp-sized yards. Cramped together so 
as to induce a claustrophobic feeling. Except for color and 
other minor cosmetic differences, the houses are largely 
identical.
A green street sign indicates: "Aspen Court." The BMW turns 
onto it.
EXT. ASPEN COURT - DAY
A gaggle of ratty children, ranging in ages from ten to 
fourteen, hang out in the street. Some ride bikes, others 
skateboard, a few toss a football.
Most of these children shuffle out of the BMW's way, but a 
large boy, a dirty headed blond, sits defiantly on his bike 
in the middle of the road. This is LEO. Leo talks with a 
young girl and ignores the BMW.
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INT. BMW - DAY 
Cassidy REVS the engine.
CASSIDY
Ought to plow this punk over.
Art smiles sadly.
ART
In a place like this, these kids 
are weeds. You can't scare them.
Leo doesn't move, even when Cassidy drives around him. This 
entails putting two tires up onto a crumbling sidewalk. Leo 
entirely ignores the BMW's existence.
ART 
There it is.
EXT. 17 ASPEN COURT - DAY
17 Aspen Court's driveway is situated just before a yellow 
"Dead End" sign.
The house looks shabbier than its neighbors. The lawn has 
not been cut for some time and leaves litter the front walk.
INT. BMW - DAY
Cassidy arches an eyebrow.
CASSIDY
Stay with the car, will you?
She pulls her suit jacket on, fixes her hair and applies 
fresh lipstick. She winks lavisciously at Art before getting 
out.
EXT. 17 ASPEN COURT - DAY
Cassidy walks to the door and KNOCKS. No answer. She peers 
in through a window, but doesn't see anything.
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EXT. 17 ASPEN COURT - BACKYARD - DAY
Cassidy circles to the back of the house. Her heels sink 
into the soft earth. She looks through a broken window.
On her way back to the BMW, Cassidy checks Donnelly's 
mailbox. It's empty.
INT. BMW - DAY
Cassidy climbs into the car and punches the steering wheel.
CASSIDY 
Now what the fuck?
In his side view mirror, Art watches Leo.
ART
Is the Great White Huntress stymied 
already?
Cassidy turns on Art.
CASSIDY
Don't push me; I'll leave your lame 
ass on that crummy curb.
Art jabs a thumb at the kids behind them.
ART
Let's talk to those kids.
Cassidy looks incredulous and then smiles.
CASSIDY
I bet those little miscreants don't 
know squat.
ART
Next meal?
INT. BMW - DAY
The children continue to occupy the street. Cassidy SIGHS, 
but slows the car to a stop near Leo, who is still in the 
middle of the road and ignoring the BMW. Art ROLLS his 
window down.
ART
Hey, Leo! How are you?
Leo is visibly surprised at this personal address, 
squints at the BMW.
LEO
(suspiciously)
I don't know you.
ART
You live next door to Calvin 
Donnelly, right?
At the mention of Donnelly, Leo's attitude softens.
LEO
Uh-huh.
ART
Donnelly told me about you. You 
still batting three-oh-four?
Leo lights up with pride.
LEO
Three-twenty-one. I'm leading the 
league.
ART
He said you got good eyes and if 
you keep practicing, you might get 
picked up someday.
LEO
I'm going to play for the Cubs.
ART
Hey--I was hoping to stop by and 
surprise him, but--
LEO
He took off. My mom sends him his 
mail.
ART
Think I could talk to her?
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LEO
She's working dinner at The Golden 
Egg.
ART
Thanks.
Cassidy accelerates, and shakes her head and HUFFS once.
CASSIDY 
You got lucky.
EXT. INTERSTATE-80 WEST - SID'S CADILLAC - DAY
Slows as it passes a cadre of police and emergency vehicles 
along the side of the road. Road crews have moved damaged 
vehicles, including a tractor trailer, to the roadside.
The Cadillac accelerates away from the accident scene.
EXT. THE GOLDEN EGG - DAY
The BMW pulls into the parking lot. The Golden Egg is a 
diner back towards downtown.
INT. THE GOLDEN EGG - DAY
Art and Cassidy take a window booth. Cassidy scopes out the 
three waitresses, all brunettes, within view.
CASSIDY 
Which one is she?
ART
(without looking)
She's back in the kitchen.
CASSIDY
What?
ART
Double or nothing?
Before Cassidy answers, a fourth waitress with striking white- 
blond hair walks out through the kitchen doors. This 
waitress is Leo's mother, LEAH.
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Leah looks like a middle-aged one-time high-school beauty 
worn down by thirty-five years of bad weather.
Cassidy's mouth drops. Art winks at her.
Leah comes up to their table. Her name tag reads: "Leah."
LEAH
(smiling)
And how are you two today?
CASSIDY
Good. Great. Listen, we were 
wondering--
ART
If you'd recommend an omelette or 
the pancakes?
LEAH
I love the silver dollar pancakes.
You get a couple stacks 'cause 
they're only this big. Drown 'em 
in syrup and you're off to the 
races.
ART
Sold.
Cassidy hadn't expected to order a meal. She fumbles with 
the menu.
CASSIDY 
Veggie egg-white omelette.
Leah walks away.
CASSIDY 
Why'd you cut me off?
ART
Be careful. If Donnelly's hiding, 
she might not tell us anything.
INT. GOLDEN EGG - DAY
Dinner has been delivered and consumed. Art dabs one last 
forkful of pancake into syrup and plops it into his mouth.
Leah appears table-side.
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LEAH
How were they?
Art, mouth full, gives a thumbs up.
LEAH
Need anything else?
CASSIDY
Actually, I'm trying to surprise an 
old friend. Any chance you might 
know him?
LEAH
Probably. Most of the town swings 
through here.
CASSIDY 
His name's Calvin Donnelly.
Leah's face goes taut.
LEAH
Sorry. Can't help you.
She rips the check out of her order pad, drops it on the 
table, and walks away.
After a second, Art shrugs and pushes the check towards 
Cassidy.
INT. BMW - DAY
Dusk is settling in. Still parked in the Golden Egg parking 
lot. In the driver's seat, Cassidy naps. Art watches foot 
traffic moving along the main street. Across the street, an 
older man sweeps the sidewalk in front of his shop. When 
he's finished sweeping, he flips the window sign over to 
indicate: "Sorry, We're Closed."
Leah comes out of the Golden Egg and crosses the parking lot. 
Art shakes Cassidy.
ART
Here she comes.
Cassidy sits up.
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EXT. THE GOLDEN EGG - DAY
Leah walks across the small parking lot. She stuffs a small 
green notebook into her purse. Art and Cassidy approach her. 
She sees them and stops.
CASSIDY
We got off on the wrong foot. Your 
son told us you forward mail to 
Donnelly.
LEAH
So?
ART
We7re from a literary agency and 
want to talk to him about a 
manuscript he sent us.
Leah goes pale. She suddenly looks ten years older.
Beat.
LEAH
For years he worked at the chicken 
factory. Most days he ate lunch 
here. Wrote while he ate. When it 
was slow, he'd read some of it. I 
don't know if it was any good, but 
it made me ache.
(pause)
But that's it. He's took off for a 
new job at some old factory and 
he's not interested in talking to 
publishers or whoever you are.
Leah moves towards her car.
ART
I've read the manuscript, Leah.
It's too good to leave alone. He 
can always tell us to go away.
Leah closes her eyes. After a brief hesitation:
LEAH
I'll call and see what he says.
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INT. LEAH'S HOUSE - DAY
Art and Cassidy sit in a well-worn, but tidy living room.
The couch has holes in it, the carpeting is ragged in places.
Leah walks into the living room holding an address book. She 
dials a number from the address book, which she leaves out on 
the kitchen table.
Leah turns her body away from Art and Leah, so as to shield 
the phone from their view. She secretly pushes the off 
button. It BEEPS once quietly. They haven't caught her at 
this subterfuge.
LEAH 
(into phone)
Cal? This is Leah. How are you?
(pause)
Listen, I've got two people here 
from...
(to Cassidy)
Where are you from?
ART
CLA in Chicago.
LEAH 
(into phone)
CLA in Chicago? Recognize them?
(pause)
They want to talk to you.
Cassidy moves next to Leah--poised to take the phone.
LEAH 
(into phone)
I know, Cal, but--
Art moves towards the kitchen table also. From his vantage 
point, it is easy to look down and see Donnelly's information 
in Leah's address book. Without meaning to, he does exactly 
that, it reads: "Wompsville, Nebraska."
LEAH 
(into phone)
Maybe--
(pause)
Okay...
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Leah hangs up and shakes her head NO.
LEAH
Sometimes people get stuck in ruts 
for so long, they're afraid to 
break out.
EXT. ASPEN COURT - EVENING
Now there are many more cars parked along both sides of Aspen 
Court. Sid's Cadillac cruises along the middle of the road.
INT. SID'S CADILLAC - EVENING
Sid CHUCKLES. In his right hand, he holds the piece of paper 
he inadvertently took from Baskin's desk. On this piece of 
paper, Donnelly's address is prominent.
Without realizing it, Sid passes Cassidy's BMW, which is 
parked in front of 15 Aspen Court. He turns his Cadillac 
around in the dead end circle and parks in front of 17 Aspen 
Court--diagonally across from the BMW. He ROLLS a window 
down and assesses Donnelly's empty home.
I/E. SID'S CADILLAC - EVENING 
SID'S POV
We see Art and Cassidy walk out of 15 Aspen Court. Cassidy's 
breasts jounce as she walks to her car. She SLAPS the roof 
of her BMW.
SID (O.S.)
(to himself)
Get a load of those Bouncing 
Bettys.
Sid WHISTLES in amazement.
SID (O.S.)
Looks like I found you, Artie 
Spender.
With the Cadillac window down, Sid can easily hear the heated 
discourse between Cassidy and Art.
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EXT. BMW - DAY
Art and Cassidy stand on either side of the car, talking over 
the roof.
CASSIDY
This is bullshit! Nobody asked 
Donnelly to mail his manuscript 
out, but he did and now I'm 
traipsing across Bumfuck county 
looking for a guy who doesn't want 
his manuscript published.
EVERYBODY wants their manuscript 
published!
ART
I know where Donnelly is.
Cassidy gapes.
CASSIDY 
What do you mean? Where?
Art doesn't answer her.
CASSIDY 
Where is he?
ART
Why do you care?
CASSIDY
I'm going to get his signature.
Art points at Cassidy, then at himself.
ART
Like it or not, this is a team 
effort. You aren't going to get 
his signature--either we will or we 
won't. Admit that one simple fact, 
and I'll tell you where he is.
Cassidy rolls her eyes.
CASSIDY 
Screw you, Spender.
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ART
You know what? This East Coast Ice 
Queen attitude is tired. If I 
weren't desperate to justify the 
last nine years of my life, I'd 
leave you here to blunder about 
like a headless chicken. And stop 
pretending you quit NY--I know you 
got canned.
(pause)
Say it or we go home.
CASSIDY
If we go home, CLA goes out of 
business. There's no way you'll 
let that happen to Baskin.
ART
Baskin's gonna give you the agency.
Thinks you can bring new 
perspective to an old business.
Hey, maybe you can, but you won't 
get that chance unless you get it 
through your bleached-blonde head 
that you need my help.
Cassidy HUFFS, but is otherwise at a loss.
CASSIDY
(sulkily)
W e ...we're...we're going to...get 
Donnelly's signature.
ART
In Wompsville, Nebraska.
Art climbs into the BMW. Cassidy GROWLS-GROANS before 
getting into the car herself. The BMW PURRS alive and CHIRPS 
out of its parking spot. It passes close to Sid's parking 
spot.
SID'S POV
Sid CHUCKLES as he CLICKS his gold pen open. We see him 
scribble "Wompsville, NE" on the edge of his atlas. The BMW, 
after turning around in the dead end, again drives past Sid. 
Sid SNORTS with pleasure. The Cadillac's engine RUMBLES.
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INT. BMW - EVENING
The atlas sits open on Art's lap. He's circled Wompsville. 
It's located in the uttermost southwest corner of Nebraska.
While Cassidy drives, she casts about the car's interior.
CASSIDY
Have you seen my cell phone?
EXT. GAS STATION - PAY PHONE - EVENING
Cassidy stands at a pay phone, Art listens from the nearby 
BMW.
CASSIDY 
(into phone)
Yeah, the ass end of Nebraska.
(pause)
I don't know--finding himself.
Hiding out. Humping a mattress.
(pause)
Jesus. If we go all night, maybe 
by noon.
(pause)
Art's doing fine. Don't worry, I'm 
on my best behavior.
EXT. INTERSTATE-80 WEST - SUNSET
The BMW accelerates up an on-ramp and merges smoothly onto I- 
80. The mango-colored sun, heavy and bloated, droops below 
the horizon. The last vestiges of slanting orange light give 
the world a tranquil sepia look. On either side of the 
interstate, endless fields of corn riffle in a northerly 
breeze.
To the north, storm clouds boil.
INT. BMW - NIGHT
Cassidy drives, Art sleeps with the The Average American in 
his lap. RAP MUSIC pumps out of the radio.
Fat raindrops SMACK against the windshield. They quickly 
become a torrent.
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EXT. INTERSTATE-80 WEST - NIGHT
The storm has moved in. Rain blankets the highway. While 
most of the traffic has slowed, the BMW continues pushing 
combatively forward.
INT. BMW - NIGHT
Art wakes up. He looks out the window.
ART
Lots of rain.
CASSIDY
Don't worry, it's not slowing me-- 
us--down.
EXT. INTERSTATE-80 WEST - NIGHT
The wind has increased; it now swirls from every direction. 
Cornstalks bend willy-nilly. The BMW cruises up behind a 
station wagon in the middle lane.
INT. BMW - NIGHT
Cassidy shakes her head in frustration. She REVS the engine 
and cuts over into the passing lane. But instead of 
straightening out, the BMW continues to move left, 
hydroplaning off the road, down an embankment and the 
greenery existing in the highway median. Various shrubs 
THUMP against the car's exterior.
Art wakes. Both Cassidy and Art CRY OUT.
The car comes to a hard halt.
EXT. INTERSTATE-80 WEST - NIGHT
West-bound traffic inches past. Emergency vehicles line the 
interstate. Cassidy wears a policeman's raincoat, Art a 
blanket over his shoulders. Their clothes are wet and muddy. 
A wrecker WINCHES the BMW out of the corn field. The front 
left tire is bent at a harsh angle.
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STATE TROOPER #2 wears a heavy raincoat and plastic cap over 
his flat brimmed hat. He hands paperwork to Cassidy.
STATE TROOPER #2 
Hit a big rock in there. Lucky you 
didn't flip.
Cassidy looks dejected; a tear rolls down her face.
State Trooper #2 walks away. The BMW inches along the 
Wrecker's flatbed. Art walks up to the mechanic, MIKEY, as 
he operates the winch controls. Mikey is a big man, simple 
but friendly looking.
ART
Where you taking this?
MIKEY 
Beckersville.
Mikey points westward along Interstate-80.
ART
They got someplace to stay the 
night?
MIKEY
Prob'ly.
ART
Mind taking us with you?
MIKEY
Nope.
Art walks back and stands with Cassidy. They watch the 
traffic creep past. Rubberneckers abound.
I/E. SID'S CADILLAC - NIGHT
We see Sid creeping along in traffic. Windshield wipers
SWEEP back and forth. Ahead, the light from emergency 
vehicles light up the night sky.
Sid drinks from a large coffee. He rubs tiredly at his eyes.
As he nears the scene of the accident, he recognizes Cassidy
and Art standing on the side of the road.
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Sid rubs his eyes again--this time in disbelief. Then he 
breaks into a big grin.
SID (O.S.)
Would you look at this?
EXT. INTERSTATE-80 WEST - NIGHT
A Cadillac slows down. The driver's side window goes down.
SID
(yelling)
What happened, Sweetcheeks? I'll 
see you dopes in Wompsvillei
The Cadillac is gone before either Art or Cassidy can react.
CASSIDY 
Was that--?
ART 
I think so.
CASSIDY
Why is he going to Wompsville?
MI KEY
You guys can climb in. I'm almost 
ready.
INT. WRECKER - NIGHT
Cassidy slides into the front cab of the wrecker. She 
straddles the stick shift, rests her head back and closes her 
eyes. Art passes their luggage up to Cassidy before climbing 
in after her. Sid's appearance has struck them both dumb. 
They wait for Mikey.
Mikey climbs in next to Cassidy. He looks down at the gear 
shift and its proximity to Cassidy's crotch. He hesitates.
MIKEY 
(to Cassidy)
Well, how do you feel about 
scooting over onto your fella's 
lap?
Cassidy eyes remain closed, her head sagged back.
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CASSIDY 
He's not my fella.
MI KEY 
(embarrassed)
How about you help me out. The 
stick shift7 s ...
CASSIDY
I don't drive stick and I'm not in 
any mood to learn. You're going to 
have to root around as best you 
can.
Mikey looks at Art. Art shrugs. Mikey awkwardly SHIFTS into 
gear. The wrecker RUMBLES onto the highway.
EXT. BOUTEL'S BED & BREAKFAST - NIGHT
Art and Cassidy get out of the wrecker, luggage in hand.
MIKEY 
(yells from the cab)
The garage is down half-a-mile.
Walk over after nine and I'll have 
had a chance to look her over.
Cassidy and Art watch the wrecker RUMBLE away. The street is 
desolate and undeveloped, except for the old farm house 
behind them. On the front lawn, a dim light illuminates a 
sign that reads: "Boutel's Bed a Breakfast - Vacancy."
Art and Cassidy exchange a look.
INT. BOUTEL'S B&B - BUNKROOM - NIGHT
BARBARA BOUTEL, a bathrobe clad woman in her seventies, leads 
Art and Cassidy into a small bedroom decorated as if occupied 
by a twelve-year old--race car wallpaper and baseball sheets 
on the bunk beds.
BARBARA
The only thing I've got available 
is the kids' room.
Art plops his duffel down.
Cassidy opens her mouth to object.
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ART
This'll be fine.
BARBARA
Bathroom's on the right. Breakfast 
at eight.
Barbara leaves. Cassidy eyeballs Art. He shrugs. They look 
at the bunk beds.
ART
You'd better not snore.
INT. BOUTEL'S B&B - BUNKROOM - NIGHT
In the bottom bunk, Art under the covers. Cassidy, in silky 
pajama top and bottoms, brushes her hair.
CASSIDY 
What's his name again?
ART
Sid Gray.
CASSIDY
He must be going for Donnelly, huh?
ART
I guess.
She climbs into the top bunk. The bed frame CREAKS and sways 
ominously during her ascent. She settles in.
ART
All set?
CASSIDY
Yep.
Art CLICKS the light off. The room goes black.
Soon a rhythmic THUMPING, headboard against wall, becomes 
discernible. A woman's voice is audible:
TINA (O.S.)
(faintly)
Oh, Georgie.
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INT. BOUTEL'S B&B - BUNKROOM - MORNING
Birds CHIRP. Morning light wakes Art. He starts to stand, 
but that movement sends the bunks into paroxysms. Instead of 
continuing, he lies back, trying not to wake Cassidy.
CASSIDY (O.S.)
I'm up. Georgie got lucky again 
about an hour ago.
EXT. BOUTEL'S B&B - COUNTRY KITCHEN - DAY
It is another bright fall day. Both Art and Cassidy have 
showered and changed into fresh clothes. Art wears jeans and 
t-shirt. Cassidy wears another suit.
Art and Cassidy enter the kitchen. Another couple, GEORGE & 
TINA WASHINGTON, are already ensconced around the large 
kitchen table. Tina has red frizzy hair.
The Washingtons are in their forties. Barbara Boutel stands 
at a griddle, frying french toast.
GEORGE
And so I said--hey there they are!
George jumps up and pumps Art's hand.
GEORGE
Nice to meet ya, I'm George 
Washington...no relation.
ART
Art Spender. This is Cassidy 
Bauxbaum.
Tina shakes Art's hand.
TINA
I'm Tina Washington.
She holds up her ring finger which sports a gold wedding 
band.
TINA
And I am related.
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The Washingtons LAUGH. This isn't the first time they've 
told that joke.
INT. BOUTEL'S B&B - COUNTRY KITCHEN - DAY 
GEORGE WASHINGTON'S POV
A plate of syrupy French toast. Pudgy hands use knife and 
fork to cut off a large piece of French toast. The forkful 
is then thoroughly swished and dunked in syrup. The sodden 
piece is forked and raised and pointed at Art.
GEORGIE (O.S.)
Tell me this, Art, why books?
ART
I don't follow.
GEORGIE (O.S.)
Books bore the backside off me.
There's all this blathering on 
about feelings and then a little 
dialogue and then more feelings.
George SHUDDERS.
GEORGE 
What keeps you going?
ART
That's easy, Georgie. I'm in it 
for the long shots.
EXT. COUNTRY LANE - DAY
Art and Cassidy, each carry their own bag. They walk down 
the side of a country road towards:
EXT. MIKEY'S GARAGE - DAY
A clean, medium-sized garage. The bays are open and cars up 
on the lifts, but no one is visible. The BMW is also out of 
sight.
Art and Cassidy cast about for Mikey.
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ART
Hello?
Mikey appears out of a back room, carrying a box of parts.
MIKEY 
Morning, y #all.
CASSIDY 
What's the prognosis?
MIKEY
You bent the axle, and killed some 
ball bearings. Looks like the left 
front strut is busted up. And the 
front quarter panel. The parts 
won't arrive for two days.
ART
We really need to get moving.
Where's the closest rental place?
Mikey points East into the rising sun.
MIKEY
'Bout seventy miles that-a-way.
ART
You have anything we could rent for 
a few days?
MIKEY
I don't really do rentals.
ART
Just something to get us to the 
other side of Nebraska. We'll 
return it when we swing back for 
the Beemer.
Mikey scratches his head.
MIKEY
I'm sorry, but--
Art's at a loss. Mikey shrugs and begins to work on a nearby 
car.
Cassidy pulls Art aside.
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CASSIDY
(whispers)
Gimme ten minutes. Take a walk or 
something.
Cassidy moves to Mikey, gives a big, seductive smile and 
leans forward--exposing cleavage. She puts a hand on Mikey7s 
forearm.
CASSIDY
Is there anything I can do to 
change your mind?
EXT. MIKEY7S GARAGE - DAY
Silence. Blackness. And then a powerful engine GROWLS 
angrily. We pull back to see a trembling tailpipe, from 
which come smoke and heat waves. The tailpipe is one of two 
on the rear end of a vintage Mustang. The Mustang has meaty 
tires and looks cherry except that its exterior is covered by 
a lackluster coat of gray primer.
The Mustang pulls out of its parking spot.
EXT. MIKEY7S GARAGE - DAY
Art and Cassidy wait on a curb in front of the shop. Mikey 
parks the Mustang in front of them. Before turning it off, 
Mikey REVS the engine, it RUMBLES impressively.
MIKEY
This here7s Betty Lou. Been 
working on her for almost two 
years. Finished everything but the 
paint job. You7re going to treat 
her like a little lady, right?
This is not a rhetorical question. Mikey is clearly anxious 
about lending Betty Lou out.
Cassidy winks at him.
EXT. MIKEY7S GARAGE - BACK LOT - DAY
Cassidy and Art pull anything they might need out of the BMW. 
The Average American (now wrinkled and splotched with mud), 
the road atlas, etc.
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While Cassidy re-applies lipstick in a side-view mirror, Art 
catches a glimpse of something further back from the garage. 
He walks towards it.
Cassidy doesn't immediately realize he's gone.
EXT. SHOE TREE - DAY
The single tree stands out alone against the low fields 
surrounding it. Pairs of shoes, all manners of size and 
style, hang from many of the branches. With the morning 
light behind it, the Shoe Tree appears magnificent.
Art is almost to the Shoe Tree. Cassidy YELLS for him, 
closes the BMW's trunk and follows.
CASSIDY 
Where are you going?
(pause)
What is this thing?
ART
A shoe tree.
CASSIDY
Ugly.
ART
You throw the shoes you're wearing, 
and if they land on a branch all by 
themselves...
CASSIDY
Yeah?
ART
It's good luck or you get a wish or 
something.
Beat.
ART
I know it's stupid--all we need are 
long legs and brass balls.
Cassidy kicks her heels off and straps them together.
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CASSIDY
Maybe we need a little something 
extra. See an open branch?
ART
Up on the left there.
Cassidy throws her shoes, they rotate end-over-end and 
disappear into the tree's vastness. After a moment they fall 
to the ground near the trunk.
CASSIDY 
What's that mean?
ART
I don't know.
He jogs up, retrieves the shoes and returns them to Cassidy. 
She throws them. Again, they fall from the tree.
Art retrieves them.
CASSIDY
You try.
Art throws them up and they clearly land on an empty branch. 
He shrugs in embarrassment at his success.
ART 
Make a wish.
They head back towards the BMW and the garage. Cassidy, now 
barefoot, walks gingerly through the tall grass. Art quickly 
outdistances her.
He looks back, realizes she's having trouble and goes back.
ART
Come on, piggy-back.
CASSIDY 
I can do it myself.
ART
You're slowing us down, Bauxbaum.
Mount up.
After a hesitation, Cassidy jumps up on his back. Art 
gallops off. Cassidy SCREAMS girlishly.
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INT. MUSTANG - DAY
Art waits inside the Mustang; he's reading from the tail-end 
of The Average American. Cassidy, after donning a new pair 
of high-heeled shoes, SLAMS the trunk, and gets in the 
driver's side. She sits there for a moment.
We see that the Mustang has a standard transmission.
ART
Let's go. We've got us a varmint 
to catch.
CASSIDY
This better not have been your 
wish.
INT. MUSTANG - DAY
Art's sneakers test the Mustang's pedals; the left foot 
depresses the clutch, right foot gently tamps the gas. The 
engine PURRS with each tamp. Suddenly, the gas pedal hits 
the floor and the clutch POPS out. The engine SCREAMS.
The Mustang SOARS out onto the road--smoke billows and gravel 
flies.
Art sharply shifts into second. Cassidy quickly buckles her 
seat belt. CLASSIC ROCK pours out of the radio.
EXT. INTERSTATE-80 WEST - DAY
Much like the BMW, the Mustang moves aggressively on the 
highway.
INT. MUSTANG - DAY
Art SINGS along with the RADIO. The windows are down; 
Cassidy's hair is pulled every which way. She sits glumly in 
the passenger seat. They have to yell to communicate.
ART
How many miles to Wompsville?
CASSIDY 
I don't know.
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Gestures a thumb towards the back seat.
ART
Atlas on the backseat.
EXT. INTERSTATE-80 WEST - DAY
The Mustang cruises through various landscapes, all of them 
nearly flat and full of corn.
EXT. HIGHWAY GAS STATION - DAY
The Mustang pulls up to a pump. Art jumps out.
ART
Don't forget to clean the 
windshield.
He walks towards the mini-mart.
INT. MUSTANG - DAY
Art climbs in with a paper bag.
ART
Got drinks, snacks and a paper.
Cassidy looks through the bag. She pulls out a package of 
beef jerky.
CASSIDY 
What's this?
ART
Beef jerky. A favorite among the 
pioneers as they trundled across 
these very plains.
Cassidy gives Art a "you're full of shit" look.
He shrugs.
ART
The kid inside's a salesman.
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EXT. INTERSTATE-80 WEST - DAY
Just as it gathers speed out of the Highway Gas Station area, 
the Mustang SCREECHES to a smoky halt on the on-ramp.
The same HITCHHIKER that Cassidy didn't pick up in Iowa, 
stands holding his "Heading West" sign. The Mustang stops 
alongside him. He has a scraggly beard and worn clothing. A 
small braided duffel bag hangs over his shoulder.
CASSIDY 
(to Art)
Oh no. Now we really don't have 
room.
Art UNBUCKLES and gets out.
HITCHHIKER 
Heading west?
Art THUMPS the Mustang's roof.
ART
Let's go, let's go.
The Hitchhiker runs around to Art's side and crawls into the 
back seat.
INT. MUSTANG - DAY
CLASSIC ROCK MUSIC throbs. Art drives. Cassidy slouches and 
reads the paper. The wind pulls at the paper. In the 
cramped back seat, the Hitchhiker reads from the last third 
of a battered copy of John Steinbeck's The Grapes of Wrath.
Cassidy's newspaper gets sucked out the window in one 
instantaneous motion. She doesn't have time to react.
After a moment, the Hitchhiker rips his book in half. The 
Hitchhiker leans up and YELLS over the radio.
HITCHHIKER
Try this.
He hands the beginning half of the book to Cassidy.
Art turns the RADIO down.
78
ART
You'll like it, Cass. It glorifies 
the American capitalist tradition. 
There's lots of blood and violence.
Cassidy gives Art a sharp glare.
CASSIDY 
I've seen some of the movie.
EXT. MUSTANG - DAY
The Mustang moves along a relatively empty highway.
INT. MUSTANG - DAY
The speedometer needle hovers near ninety.
Cassidy reads from The Grapes of Wrath.
Hitchhiker taps Art on the shoulder and points at an oncoming 
road sign.
"The World's Largest Barrel - 6 Miles"
EXT. ROADSIDE ATTRACTION - DAY
The Mustang cruises into a dusty and desolate parking lot and 
parks in front of a tacky souvenir shack. Beyond that, a 
huge wooden barrel towers.
EXT. WORLD'S LARGEST BARREL - DAY
Cassidy, Art and Hitchhiker stand and stare up at a large 
barrel. It consists of a sloppy patchwork of wood held
together by massive metal hoops. The barrel's integrity is
suspect: numerous large gaps are clearly visible as sunlight 
filters through. Art reads from a placard:
ART
At thirty-seven feet tall and
twenty-two feet wide, the world's
largest barrel could hold more than 
110,000 gallons of water.
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CASSIDY
They're dreaming--this thing 
wouldn't hold one gallon.
She breaks formation and heads for the car. Art and 
Hitchhiker follow.
EXT. INTERSTATE-80 WEST - DAY
The sun approaches mountains on the western horizon.
A green highway sign declares: "Exit 8 - Rt. 71"
Art chews on beef jerky.
ART 
Is this us?
Cassidy doesn't look up from The Grapes of Wrath.
The Hitchhiker, also chewing beef jerky, checks the atlas.
HITCHHIKER 
I think so.
EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD - DAY
The Mustang idles on the side of Rt. 71 near the 1-80 on- 
ramp. Hitchhiker stands nearby in the dust.
As a last minute gesture, the Hitchiker hands Cassidy the 
rest of The Grapes of Wrath. She smiles.
Art waves. Hitchhiker waves, then turns, raises his sign and 
sticks a thumb out.
EXT. ROUTE 71 SOUTH - DAY
The Mustang passes a road sign declaring: "Wompsville 7 
miles." Rolling fields of foot high spear grass abound. To 
the southwest, on the distant horizon the Rocky Mountains are 
visible. With the sun dropping behind them, they are both 
purple and majestic.
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DONNELLY (V.O.)
He was sitting on his couch, 
staring at a hole in his sock when 
the insight struck him. It was 
less like a thunderbolt and more 
like a heat wave: arriving with an 
oppressiveness that made both 
thought and breath difficult. It 
wasn't nature or nurture; it wasn't 
bad luck or societal expectations; 
it wasn't time or light or dreams 
that defined and limited him. It 
was inertia. He had simply to 
stand and strive.
EXT. MAIN STREET, WOMPSVILLE - EVENING
A tumbleweed town with a meager population of farmers and 
blue collar workers. Main Street consists of a handful of 
straight-faced buildings--a grocery store, pharmacy, hardware 
store, laundromat, and Chinese take-out. Physically, it is 
not unlike the main thoroughfares depicted in countless 
Western movies. On the far end of Main Street, a square 
cement Courthouse presides over the other buildings.
Near the center of Wompsville, two buildings face each other 
across the narrow divide of Main Street. These buildings 
have been decorated in a similar manner: pink siding with
white trim and an abundance of red and white neon hearts. A 
heart-shaped, arrow-skewered sign over one establishment 
reads: "The Luv Inn," over the other a similarly shaped sign
reads: "The Luv Tap."
The Mustang cruises slowly along Main Street. Cassidy and
Art take in the sparse sights.
INT. MUSTANG - EVENING
Cassidy points at The Luv Inn and The Luv Tap.
CASSIDY 
Now those are tacky.
ART
Donnelly can pick 'em, huh?
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EXT. MAIN STREET, WOMPSVILLE - EVENING
At the end of town, near the Courthouse, the Mustang pulls a 
u-turn and nestles into a parking spot on the street.
INT. MUSTANG - EVENING
CASSIDY 
What do we do now?
Beat.
ART
We get rooms, nose around. Keep an 
eye out for Sid. He might have 
found Donnelly already.
INT. THE LUV INN - FOYER - EVENING
Bags in hand, Art and Cassidy enter a cramped, gaudy red 
lobby. The lobby's centerpiece is a ceramic statue of Cupid 
posing on a pedestal. Cupid has wings, a holly wreath around 
his head, bow & arrow, and an oversized erection.
CASSIDY
Nice.
Behind a counter, the proprietor, LINDA LUV, a middle-aged 
woman showing lots of leathery cleavage, CHEWS gum. LINDA 
LUV has the worn look and attitude of an aged porn-star.
LINDA LUV
Help ya?
ART
We'd like two rooms.
LINDA LUV 
(smiles toothily)
By the hour or the night?
INT. THE LUV INN - HALLWAY - NIGHT
Art and Cassidy walk along a garish red hallway. They stop 
at their adjoining rooms.
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ART 
You hungry?
CASSIDY 
I need a bath.
ART
I'll be across the street.
INT. THE LUV INN - ART'S ROOM - NIGHT
Art's room is gaudily decorated: reds and pinks galore, a 
mirror over the bed, Cupid paraphernalia abounds. The two 
white pillow cases sport big red messages: "Do Ya Wanna?" and
"Horny Dog. "
Art raises the red velvet curtains blocking his window. The 
bustle of Main Street is plainly visible one story below--The 
Love Tap is situated directly across the street.
Art investigates the over-the-bed mirror--he waves a hand in 
front of it. The reflection distorts crazily--Art's fingers 
appear to stretch fifteen or eighteen inches. It is a fun- 
house mirror.
Before leaving, Art pulls The Average American out of his 
bag.
EXT. MAIN STREET - NIGHT
Art, The Average American under one arm, walks out onto Main 
Street. ROCK MUSIC wafts across the street from The Luv Tap.
INT. THE LUV TAP - NIGHT
We see Art's sneakers and jean-clad legs as they come into 
view below saloon-type swinging doors.
Art pushes through the doors and enters a rough-around-the- 
edges drinking establishment with a jukebox, pool table and 
sawdust on the floor. There aren't many patrons. Two tough 
customers shoot pool. ROCK MUSIC, louder here, comes out of 
the jukebox. Art makes his way to the bar.
The only other person at the bar is a tired-looking, big MAN 
in his late forties, early fifties. He doesn't look 
physically tired, but instead he looks tired of life.
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This MAN's hair is long and gray and cut in the style of a 
mullet. Art doesn't know it, but this man is CALVIN 
DONNELLY. Donnelly hunches over a drink two stools to Art's 
left.
At the bar, the bartender, LORI LUV, Linda Luv's identical 
twin sister, appears.
ART
(gestures across the 
street)
Aren't you?
LORI LUV
The famous Lori Luv--one half of 
the alluring Luv Sisters, scene 
stealing seventies-era sex sirens?
Nice of you to notice.
Beat.
LORI LUV 
You staying across the street?
Check out channel thirty-three. We 
got all our movies on a continuous 
loop.
(Lori Luv winks)
It's complimentary.
INT. THE LUV INN - CASSIDY'S ROOM - NIGHT
Cassidy's room looks similar to Art's. She walks into the 
bathroom, naked except for a towel and runs hot water. She 
brushes her hair while waiting for the bath to fill.
INT. THE LUV TAP - NIGHT
Lori Luv replaces Art's empty beer bottle with a full one.
The crowd has marginally increased. Art reads the final 
pages of The Average American. He reads with no pen visible.
Behind Art, on a small wooden stage, a small band sets up for 
a gig. A banner above the stage proclaims: "Cleatus & the 
Peckawoods."
LORI LUV 
Food'll be up in a minute, hon.
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Art nods absently without looking up from The Average 
American.
Donnelly raises his empty jigger glass.
DONNELLY 
I need another drink.
Donnelly's voice is reedy and low and familiar. We've 
previously heard it reading V.O. sections of The Average 
American.
LORI LUV
You need a sharp boot in the ass.
DONNELLY 
I'll settle for whiskey.
Donnelly stands unsteadily and accidentally jostles Art as he 
heads for the Men's Room.
ART
Take it easy.
Donnelly cuts loose with a husky laugh.
DONNELLY
That's the only thing I know how to 
d o .
Donnelly shuffles past. Lori Luv rolls her eyes.
LORI LUV 
(whispering)
He's harmless. Comes in here each 
night and drinks himself surly.
ART
Nice life, huh?
LORI LUV 
(brightens)
At least he pays his bill.
INT. THE LUV TAP - NIGHT
Art bites into a hamburger. The Average American sits closed 
to his right. He taps on it in a contemplative manner.
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To his left, three or four stools away, Donnelly SLURPS 
whiskey. Cassidy appears at Art's right and takes a stool. 
She wears yet another skirt suit.
CASSIDY
Hey.
ART
How's your room?
CASSIDY
Gau-dy.
ART
You see the mirrors?
CASSIDY
As if my tits weren't big enough.
(to Lori Luv)
I'll take a Manhattan and a tossed 
salad.
LORI LUV 
We've got fried food and free 
peanuts.
INT. THE LUV TAP - NIGHT
In the background "Cleatus & the Peckawoods" perform MIC 
CHECKS. The crowd has grown.
Art's food is gone. He takes a pull on his beer. Cassidy 
eats from a basket of peanuts. A pile of shells sits on the 
bar. A second, full martini glass stands next to her first, 
empty one. Donnelly watches a Cubs games on a TV above the 
bar.
CASSIDY 
You finish that thing?
She gestures at The Average American. Art nods.
CASSIDY
Best-seller?
Art shrugs.
Cassidy looks around the bar. It's not her type of place. 
She's restless.
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CASSIDY
Now what?
ART
Ask around. Someone's got to know 
him.
Sid Gray takes a stool to Art's left, between Art and 
Donnelly. Sid looks weary and worn. His presence doesn't 
surprise Art.
SID
Save yourself the trouble--nobody 
in this town knows anything about 
him. Good to see you again,
Beautiful.
CASSIDY 
Hey, Slimy.
Sid waves at Lori Luv.
SID
How 'bout three shots of whiskey?
It's been a whiskey kind of day.
Lori Luv pulls a bottle off the shelf behind her.
LORI LUV 
I've had a whiskey kind of life, 
honey.
Lori Luv CLINKS four shot glasses down on the bar. Donnelly 
realizes he's missing out on a possible free drink.
DONNELLY
You don't got the corner on that 
market. I've had a whiskey kind of 
life, too. And the Cubs are down 
three in the sixth to the 
Cardinals. I hate the fucken'
Cardinals.
Lori pours him a shot as well. Donnelly shifts one seat 
closer.
Sid holds his glass up. Art, Cassidy, Lori Luv and Donnelly 
raise their shots.
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SID
To chasing wild geese.
They drink their shots. Cassidy COUGHS and GAGS her shot 
down.
INT. THE LUV TAP - NIGHT
Sid, Cassidy and Art sit together at the bar. The alcohol 
has kicked in--*their interactions suggest the three are old 
friends.
While Donnelly isn't part of this group, he still sits next 
to Sid. The other bar stools are now occupied.
SID
So I was all slunk down, listening 
to you two go at it. Bet I wasn't 
more than twenty feet away.
CASSIDY
You heard him call me an East Coast 
Ice Queen?
(to Art)
That was a good one.
Cassidy laughs. Sid gets up.
SID 
(to Cassidy)
Oh, FYI--I'm staying in three-oh- 
f our.
CASSIDY
And if I sneak up there, you're 
going to pleasure me beyond my 
wildest imaginings? Nothing doing, 
little guy.
All three LAUGH. Sid winks at Art. He isn't bothered by 
this rejection.
SID
I got to try, right?
Sid heads to the men's room. Cassidy GIGGLES. Donnelly 
leans in.
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DONNELLY 
Pushy little spud, isn't he?
CASSIDY
He's charming in a greasy way.
Cassidy and gives Art a long, squinty-eyed look.
ART
What?
Cassidy GIGGLES again.
CASSIDY
If I squint just right, I can't 
tell you're a bumpkin.
We see the TV. A Cardinal outfielder catches a pop-fly and 
the game is over. The Cubs have lost.
Donnelly smacks the bar-top.
DONNELLY
God damn Cubs play ball like world 
class bullfuckers!
Art's face goes blank. All of a sudden, he focuses entirely 
on Donnelly.
ART
What'd you just say?
DONNELLY
I said it's too bad the Cubs aren't 
a better ball club.
ART
What was the unabridged version?
DONNELLY 
What's that mean?
ART
What exactly did you just say?
DONNELLY
God damn Cubs play ball like world 
class bullfuckers.
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ART
Bull fuckers?
DONNELLY 
You like that? I made it up 
myself. Sort of a combination of 
bullshit and--
Art CHUCKLES ruefully and shakes his head. He claps Donnelly 
on the back.
ART
I get it.
Beat.
ART
You're Calvin Donnelly, aren't you?
Cassidy's head whips around.
It is the moment after this revelation that "Cleatus & the 
Peckawoods" choose to start up their first song. The MUSIC 
is loud enough so that one must yell to be heard.
A flood of patrons make their way out to the dance floor.
Cassidy grabs Art's shoulder.
CASSIDY
(yelling)
This is Donnelly?
Art looks at Donnelly for confirmation. Donnelly doesn't 
react noticeably.
ART
(yelling)
You used to live in Follybrook,
Iowa, right? Spent twenty-three 
years working at the factory there?
DONNELLY
(yelling)
It seems you pretty much got my 
story down--who're you?
Art picks up The Average American manuscript.
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ART
(yelling)
I'm with CLA. You--
Sid shoulders his way in between Art and Donnelly. He has 
overheard their conversation. He hands Donnelly a business 
card.
SID
Sid Gray, owner of Creative 
Endeavors, Inc. I represent 
creative people. Writers and 
entertainers.
Donnelly doesn't take Sid's card.
SID
You mind stepping outside? I'd 
like to talk about a few things 
that I'm sure you'11 find 
interesting.
DONNELLY 
Hold on now. I just ordered a 
drink. If you think I'm going to 
leave it--
Thick wad of cash in hand, Sid slips a fifty onto the bar in 
front of Donnelly.
SID
Just five minutes of your time.
That's all I want.
DONNELLY 
For fifty bucks?
Sid nods. In a fluid motion, Donnelly GULPS the whiskey.
DONNELLY 
I'm right behind you, buddy.
Sid pushes through the crowd of dancers. Donnelly follows 
him.
ART 
(to Cassidy) 
Don't lose them!
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Cassidy and Art follow after Donnelly and Sid. Art turns 
back to grab the manuscript. Cassidy continues towards the 
door.
LORI LUV
Hey--you got to settle up if you're 
leaving!
Art is frantic to get outside.
ART
How much we owe you?
LORI LUV
Well I don't know. I'll have to 
figure it out.
ART
I'll be outside for a second.
Maybe I could--
Lori Luv ignores Art. She's slowly calculating the bill. 
She mouths the numbers as she counts drinks out on her 
finger. Art TAPS on the bar impatiently.
LORI LUV
You're with that little guy, right?
ART
N o .
Lori Luv shakes her head in annoyance and begins to 
recalculate the bill.
ART
Don't count it again. I'll pay for 
him.
LORI LUV 
Seventy-three dollars.
Art paws his wallet. He stuffs bills into her hand and 
disappears into the crowd.
EXT. MAIN STREET, WOMPSVILLE - NIGHT
Main Street is relatively deserted. Street lamps bathe the 
street in a hard orange tint.
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Cassidy pushes through The Luv Tap's saloon doors and escapes 
the music and crowd. She looks both ways.
We see Sid and Donnelly crossing the deserted street. Sid 
leads Donnelly towards The Luv Inn.
CASSIDY 
Hold on a second, Donnelly!
Cassidy clumps across the sidewalk. She hurries after them 
but is hampered by her heels and skirt.
Sid's got a hand on Donnelly's arm. He is pulling Donnelly 
across the street. Donnelly hears his name called out and 
turns around. Although Sid still tugs at him, Donnelly stops 
and waits for Cassidy.
She catches up to them in the middle of the street and 
latches onto Donnelly's other arm. Donnelly looks from one 
arm to the other. He isn't sure what to make of this.
SID
I got something working here,
Sweetcheeks. Why don't you wait in 
the bar? I'll buy you another 
drink when I get back.
Cassidy bares her teeth.
CASSIDY
No way you're scooping Donnelly out 
from under us.
She pulls Donnelly back towards The Love Tap. Sid digs in 
and pulls Donnelly the other direction.
SID
Come on, baby. You can't out 
hustle a hustler.
Cassidy digs in--high heels spread and legs flexed. Powerful 
thighs show out from under her skirt. She's got both hands 
on Donnelly's wrist and pulls with all her strength.
CASSIDY
I ...eat...hustlers...for breakfast.
Sid is now pulling on Donnelly's other wrist with his entire 
body.
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Donnelly, a foot taller and fifty pounds heavier than either 
of them, is stupefied but otherwise largely unaffected by 
their actions.
SID
(lasciviously)
As much as I'm looking forward to 
that experience, I'm going to need 
a rain check.
Sid gives a hard tug. One of Cassidy's heels break. She 
slips to the ground and loses her grip on Donnelly.
Donnelly tumbles into Sid.
INT. THE LUV TAP - NIGHT
Art's sneakers appear beneath the saloon doors. They pause 
for a moment.
EXT. MAIN STREET, WOMPSVILLE - NIGHT
Art, manuscript in hand, pushes through the saloon doors. 
Despite the full day of driving and numerous drinks, there is 
a spark in his eye. He is ready for this showdown.
Art walks to Cassidy. She is sprawled on Main Street. We 
see that she's skinned her knee--blood flows freely. Art 
bends down.
ART
You okay?
Cassidy is down but not out. She seethes.
CASSIDY 
(to Art)
That butt plug knocked me over.
Art helps her to her feet. She picks up her broken shoe, 
contemplates it, and then makes a sudden move towards Sid 
with the shoe raised like a weapon.
Art is barely able to hold her back.
CASSIDY 
I'll gut you I
Sid dances back with fists raised.
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SID
Come on. Bring it.
Donnelly is shaken by the incidents taking place around him.
DONNELLY
I don't know what the hell's wrong 
with you all, and I'm not sticking 
around to find out.
Donnelly heads back towards The Luv Tap. His attempted 
departure calms both Cassidy and Sid down enough that Art
doesn't have to hold her anymore.
ART
Stop playing games, Donnelly. You 
know why we're here.
DONNELLY 
No I don't.
Art holds up the manuscript.
ART
You sent your novel to my agency.
We want to represent it.
DONNELLY 
You're crazy.
ART
You didn't write this?
DONNELLY 
I didn't write nothing.
ART
Stop playing dumb. I know this is 
yours, I talked with Leah.
At the mention of Leah, Donnelly's eyes light up.
DONNELLY 
Let's see it.
Art hands the manuscript to Donnelly. Ugly smudges are 
visible on the front cover.
Donnelly flips through the pages.
SID
Don't listen to these jokers.
They're surviving on cookbooks and 
gnomes. They've never represented 
a winner. I'll take you to the 
top.
Cassidy raises her fists.
CASSIDY 
(to Sid)
I'm going to shut you up, Schmucky.
Donnelly looks at each of them. Despite his drunkenness 
spark glints in his eyes.
DONNELLY 
So what do you want from me?
SID
I want your signature. And then I 
want you to make a shit-ton of 
money.
DONNELLY 
(to Art)
And you want my signature?
Art nods.
DONNELLY 
(to Cassidy)
And you too?
Cassidy points at Art.
CASSIDY 
I'm with him.
Donnelly looks down at the manuscript. He thinks for a 
moment.
DONNELLY 
(to Art)
So what'd you like about this?
Art's caught off guard. He STAMMERS.
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ART
This whole thing's a long 
shot...you writing it, my reading 
it, the story itself ... there's a 
New York publisher who's willing to 
gamble on you, only the offer 
expires close of business tomorrow.
Art hesitates.
ART
I don't care how it sells. As long 
as somebody publishes it...it's a 
story that needs to be told.
DONNELLY 
(to Sid)
And you?
Sid doesn't lose a beat.
SID
What didn't I like? There's plenty 
of attitude, strong writing and 
engaging characters. Above all, 
the story's soulful. It'll still 
be fresh fifty, even a hundred 
years from now.
CASSIDY 
You've never even read the 
manuscript 1
Sid acts abashed at this comment from Cassidy.
SID
We're all adults here. Let's try 
to act like adults.
Cassidy pulls a handful of money out of her wallet, 
counts it.
CASSIDY
I bet...I bet you ninety-four 
dollars you can't even tell me the 
title of the novel.
SID
(nervously)
What? You're crazy.
She
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Cassidy waves the money under Sid's nose.
CASSIDY
Here it is--all you have to do is 
name the novel.
Sid doesn't rise to this bait.
CASSIDY 
What? That's not enough?
Cassidy reaches into her skirt and rubs the money into her 
crotch.
CASSIDY
How about ninety-four dollars that 
smell like my pussy. You can't 
turn that down, can you?
Sid's at a loss.
DONNELLY
(yelling)
Hold on a minute I
Donnelly holds his hands up.
DONNELLY
You all know what you want from me-- 
what am I going to get from you?
Sid breaks into a big smile.
SID
What do you want?
Donnelly shrugs.
DONNELLY 
You tell me.
SID
The standard cut for representation 
is ten percent. That's what he's 
going to offer you. I'll drop it 
to nine. Over time, that alone 
could save you hundreds of 
thousands. Millions if there's a 
movie deal or merchandising.
98
Donnelly turns to Art, but before Art says anything, Sid 
continues. He's whipped out his wad of cash and counts the 
entire bundle.
SID
And as a sort of an on the spot 
retainer, I'll give you the whole 
wad--seventeen-hundred and fifty- 
six dollars.
Sid sneers at Art and Cassidy.
CASSIDY 
(to Art)
How much do you have?
Art digs through his pockets. He pulls out a few crumpled 
singles.
ART
Four dollars.
CASSIDY
Four dollars? That's it? Four 
dollars?
ART
I had to pay for the drinks.
(to Sid)
You owe me for the drinks!
Cassidy searches through her purse for something more to 
offer Donnelly. Finding nothing, she resigns herself to one 
last ditch effort and unbuttons the top two buttons of her 
blouse.
Art pulls her back and shakes his head no.
ART
He's right Donnelly--all I can 
offer is ten percent. And I guess, 
we could put up ninety-eight 
dollars...
DONNELLY
That it?
Art nods. Sid LAUGHS.
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DONNELLY
You're going to give me seventeen 
hundred dollars and nine percent 
just for putting my name on paper?
SID
Seventeen hundred and fifty-six 
dollars and I'm taking nine percent- 
-you get ninety-one percent.
DONNELLY 
Just for signing?
SID
Just for signing.
Donnelly looks from Art to Cassidy to Sid. He blinks once 
and swipes the money out of Sid's hand.
DONNELLY
(laughing)
Show me where to sign I
Sid WHOOPS with excitement. He pulls a contract out of a 
jacket pocket.
Sid CLICKS his gold pen open.
SID 
Right here.
Donnelly signs the contract right then and there.
Sid holds his pen towards Art.
SID 
(to Art)
I need a witness.
Cassidy HUFFS in annoyance.
CASSIDY 
Do not sign that, Art.
Art gives Donnelly a long look. Donnelly is busy counting 
his money. Art shrugs and takes the pen from signs as a 
witness.
As soon as Art finishes, Sid swipes the manuscript out of 
Donne1ly's hands.
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SID
The Average American, huh? That's 
a good title.
Sid turns to Art. He CLICKS his pen closed.
SID
Just to let you know I don't blame 
you for trying. Better luck next 
time, right?
Sid extends his hand. Art shakes it.
SID
(to Donnelly)
Come on, you can buy me a drink.
Sid and Donnelly disappear into The Luv Tap.
EXT. MAIN STREET, WOMPSVILLE - NIGHT
Art and Cassidy sit next to each other on a stoop near The 
Luv Tap. The RUMBLE of ROCK MUSIC can still be heard. 
Pedestrians pass them on the sidewalk. Art tosses pebbles. 
A trickle of dried blood is visible on Cassidy's knee. She 
holds her broken shoe.
CASSIDY
We got our asses kicked, huh?
ART
We're gonna be looking for work 
soon.
Beat.
CASSIDY
That slick little bastard's good.
I got to give him that.
ART
At least the book's going to get 
published. It's good.
Beat.
ART
How's the knee?
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CASSIDY
Better than my ego. Ninety-eight 
dollars. That's embarrassing.
Next time I'm going to be packing 
gold bars. Then we'll see who gets 
the signature.
Beat.
ART
Diamonds.
CASSIDY
What?
Art stands up.
ART
Better price-to-weight ratio.
(pause)
Come on, we've got a long drive 
tomorrow.
Cassidy raises a hand, Art takes it and helps pull her up. 
After one or two limping steps wearing only one shoe, Cassidy 
takes off the good shoe and dumps both it and the broken shoe 
into a nearby garbage can. They trudge across the deserted 
street towards The Love Inn.
INT. THE LUV INN - ART'S ROOM - MORNING
We hear a persistent KNOCKING as annoying as any alarm clock.
We see Art sleeping on the bed in his hotel room. It is 
still mostly dark outside.
Art, hair mussed and looking road weary, stumbles to the 
door.
Art opens the door.
ART
What?!?
ART'S POV
We see Donnelly with his hand raised to knock again.
Donnelly wears the same clothes from the previous night. He 
looks ragged, but happy.
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DONNELLY 
Get dressed.
EXT. PANORAMA POINT - SUNRISE
Grassland. A old pickup truck RATTLES to a halt in front of 
a fence. When then engine goes off, early morning nature 
noises--CHIRPING birds, RUSTLING grasses--take over.
Donnelly gets out of the driver's side. Art follows. The 
truck BACKFIRES.
Donnelly climbs over the stile--he turns and waves for Art to 
follow him.
Art looks annoyed but he follows.
After hiking a few hundred yards up a slight hill through 
knee-high, yellowing grass, Donnelly stops and sits on a 
three foot tall stone monument. A bronze plaque set in the 
stone monument declares: "Panorama Point: Highest Point in 
Nebraska - 5,424 ft. above sea level"
When Art catches up, Donnelly points at the eastern horizon.
The sun begins to burn its way up over the endless Nebraska 
plains. It is a bright, new day.
ART
What is this place?
DONNELLY 
Highest point in Nebraska.
Art takes in the surroundings. Donnelly looks eastward. In 
the distance behind him, the Rocky Mountains are visible and 
illuminated by the rising sun.
DONNELLY 
What do you think?
ART
Nice.
DONNELLY
This is the only view lots of us 
ever have. Grasslands, cropfields, 
tarnished little towns.
(MORE)
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DONNELLY(contfd)
The top of a low heap. From here 
it's pretty easy to know who and 
what you are.
Donnelly scoops up a handful of dirt--sifts it through his 
fingers. Art blinks--he's not following Donnelly.
DONNELLY 
Things'd look a might different 
from somewhere up in those 
mountains, wouldn't they?
Art yawns and looks at his watch.
ART
It's six o'clock in the morning.
Why are we out here? You signed 
with the other guy, remember?
DONNELLY 
Sometimes people are afraid of 
changing their view. Afraid to 
break out of uncomfortable ruts, 
even if they know better things are 
looming just around the corner.
Crickets CHIRP. A blinding yellow sun is now fully above the 
horizon.
A realization hits Art as Donnelly says these words. He 
looks questioningly at Donnelly.
Donnelly shrugs once and grins. He pulls a wad of cash out 
of his pocket and begins to count it.
DONNELLY 
Never thought my signature'd be 
worth seventeen hundred bucks.
Specially to a sharp city hawk like 
Sid. Figuring to get that truck 
fixed up before he realizes I 
haven't written a sentence since I 
quit tenth grade.
INT. GOLDEN EGG - DAY
Leah, wearing her waitress uniform, sits at a booth. There 
are no customers. She writes in a small notebook.
104
While looking at Leah, we hear the front door OPEN. A tiny 
bell JINGLES.
Leah keeps writing, she doesn't look up.
LEAH
Be right with you.
After a moment, Art slides into the booth across from Leah. 
Cassidy squishes in next to Leah.
There is a five o'clock shadow on Art's face. Cassidy's eyes 
have rings around them. They both look tired but purposeful. 
There is an edge to their appearance that wasn't present 
during their last visit to The Golden Egg.
Leah's looks up with surprise.
LEAH
Can I...help you?
She closes the small notebook--we see that it has a green 
cover.
Art and Cassidy stare Leah down.
ART
If you didn't know, Nebraska's nice 
this time of year.
Leah blushes with embarrassment.
LEAH
You found Donnelly?
CASSIDY 
We found Donnelly.
LEAH
What'd he say?
ART
Said we're talking to the wrong 
guy.
CASSIDY
Said we shouldn't be talking to a 
guy at all.
Beat.
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Leah looks weary.
LEAH
Didn't think you'd want it. I 
dreamed you would, but couldn't 
believe for a second. Who am I, 
right? Just in case, I used 
Donnelly's name and address.
INT. CLA - ART'S OFFICE - MONTHS LATER - DAY
Snow is falling outside of Art's office window. He wears a
shirt and tie, and sits at his desk making red marks on a 
manuscript while talking into a phone. There is a large, new
computer monitor on his desk. While the pile of books no
longer lingers on the floor in Art's office, his shelves are 
still mostly bare.
ART 
(into phone)
I hear you, Baskin, but I'm telling 
you, this piece has got something-- 
non-fiction about leaving Alaska.
Everybody writes about going to 
Alaska.
(pause)
Don't start with the demographic 
breakdown--we almost went out of 
business following that...bullfuck.
Art says this last lightheartedly. It is not a word that 
slips easily off of his lips.
There is a KNOCK on Art's door. Janice pops her head into 
his office.
JANICE
(whispers)
The Dragonlady wants you.
Art nods.
ART
Baskin, I got to go. Try to keep 
the sand out of your swim trunks.
Art hangs up.
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ART
(yelling)
Bosslady Bauxbaum, what can I do 
for you?
CASSIDY (O.S.)
Stop calling me bosslady!
Art walks out into the front office.
INT. CLA - FRONT OFFICE - DAY
On the door to Art's office, the words "Bauxbaum & Spender 
Literary Agency" have been stencilled into the glass.
BSLA's Front Office looks bright and clean. Computers sit 
atop the four desks. Greg walks in the front door--he 
struggles under a heavy box. Janice holds the door for him.
GREG 
They're here!
Greg drops the box down and Art helps him RIP it open. The 
box is full of identical books. Art picks one up.
ART 
Still warm.
COVER
we see a lone stalk of corn against a sky-blue background 
with the title The Average American. Beneath the title and 
cover art, we see the words: "By Leah Clark."
Cassidy, wearing business casual clothes and comfortable, 
lace-up shoes--leans against the door frame of Baskin's old 
office. It now looks clean and uncluttered.
There are no Gnome coffee-table promotional posters in 
evidence anywhere in the office.
Art hands a copy of the book to Cassidy. She smiles.
CASSIDY
Now you're going to start on me 
about that Food Chained book, 
aren't you?
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ART
Among others.
EXT. CHICAGO - DOWNTOWN - EVENING
Art wears a coat and gloves. He huddles into himself for 
warmth. On his way to the train, Art passes the bookstore 
He glances at the display window--there is a new group of 
best sellers. He smiles and continues on his way down the 
stairs and disappears into the subway system.
LEAH (V.O.)
Of course, one doesn’t break out of 
ruts without facing consequences.
Some of these consequences are 
obvious, others not nearly so.
This thought and others rattled 
inside The Average American’s head 
as he stepped out into the rain. A 
smile flitted across his face as he 
walked away. It was good to be on 
his feet.
FADE OUT:
\
